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THE HISTORIE OF 

Henry the fourth. 

Enter the King, Lordlobn of Lancafer, Earle 
of P^Kcfmzrland, with others . 

King , 

O ihaken as weare r fo wan with care. 

Find we a time for frighted peace to pane. 
And breach ihort winded accets of new broils 
To be commenc’t in itronds a far remote: 

No more the thirlty entranceof thisfoile 

J.Shal dawbe her lips with her owne childrens 

• more ihall trenching war channel her fields, (blootL, 
Nor bruife her flourets with the armed hoofes 
Of hollile paces ; thofe oppofed eyes, 

Which like themeteorsof atroubled heaUcn,. 

All of one nature,of one fubftance bred, 

Did lately meetein the inteftme fhocke 
A nd furious clofc of cimllbutcherie, 

Shall nowin mutual! vvelbefeeming rancks, 

March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Agawft acquaintance, kindred and allycs. 

T he edge of war, like an ill iheathed knife 
No more foall cut his maller:tlierefore friend^ 

As far as to the lepulchre of Chrifr, 

Whofe fouldiour now, vnder whofe bleffed croflc 
W e arc imprefled and ingag’d to fight. 

Forthwith a power of Englilh fballwe leuy,. 

lofe armes were moulded in their mothers worn be. 

To cha e thclePagansin thofe holy fields, 

Quer whofe acres vvalkt thofe blefledreet s . 

^ ^ Which 
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TAf J-Iijlarit 

Which r 400. yeers ago were naild. 

For ouraduantage on the bicrer crofTe. 

But this our purpofe nowis twelue month old. 

And bootlefle t’isto tellyouwe vvilgoe. 

Therefore we meet not now.-then let me heart 
Of you my gentle Coolen Weftmerland, 

What yelter night our Counfcll did decree 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

U r eft. My liege, this haf te was hot in quettion. 
And many limits of the charge let dovvne 
Butyeilernight, when all athwart there came 
A port from VV ales,loaden with heauy newes, 
Whofe worft was that the noble Mortimer, 
Leadmg.themenof Herdforfhireto fight 
Againftthe irregular, and wild Glendowcr, 

W as by the rude hands of that W elchman taken, 

A thoui’and of his people butchered, 

Vpcn whofe dead corps there was liich mifufe. 

Such beailly Lhameleife transformation 
By thofe W elchwomen done, as may not be 
.Without much lhame, retold, or lpoken of. 

King. Itfeemesthen thatthc tidings of thisbroile. 
Brake off our bufinefTe for the holy Land. 

W ’.ft. This matcht witli other did my gracious L. 
For more vneuen and vnwelcome newes 
Came from the North, and thus it did import, . 

On holy roode day, the gallant Hotfpur there, 

Y ong Harry Percy, and braue Arclubold, 

That cuer valiant and approued Scot, 

At Holmcdon met, where they did Ip end 
A fad and bloudy houve. : 

As by difehargeof their artillciy, 

And ih ape of likelihood the newes was told; 

For he that brought them 111 the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horfe 
Vncertaineof theiffue anyway. 

Kivg, Here is dearc,a true induflrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt: 3 nevY lighted from lus horfe. 
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of Henry the fourth , 

Stain’d with the variation of each foile, 

Betwixt that Holmedon,and this feate of ours .• 

And lie hath brought vs fmoothc and welcome newes. 

The Earle o f Douglas is difeomfited, 

Tenthouland bold Scots,twoandtwentieknights 
Balkt in their ovvne blood. Did fir W alter fee 
On Holmedons plaines, of priloners Hotfpur tookc 
Mordakc Earle of Fifc,and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earle of A thol. 

Of Murrey, Angus, and Menteith: 

Andisnotthis an honorable fpoilc? 

A gallant prize? Ha coofen,is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft, A conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’ftmefad, andmak’ttmc finne 
In cnuy,that my Lord Northumberland 
S hould be thefather to fo bleft a fonne : 

A fonne who is the theame of honors tongue, 

Amongfl: agroue the very ftraighteft plant. 

Who is fvveetfortunesminion and her pride, 

W hilft I by looking on the praife of him 
See ryot and difhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my y ong Harry. O that it could be pr ou’d 
That lomc night-tripping fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle clothes o ur children where they fay. 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet, 

Then would I haue lus Harry, and he mine : 

Butlet him from my thoughts. W hat tliinke you coofc 
Ofthisyoung Perciespnde? Theprifoncrs 
Which he in this aduenturc hath furpriz’d 
To his owne vfc, he kcepes and fends me word, 

I fiwll haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife, 

W'eft . Tins is' his vncles teaching: T his is Worccftcr 
Malcuolent to you in all afpefts, 

Which makes him prune himfelfe,and brittle vp 
The creft of youth againft your dignitie. 

King. But 1 haue fent for him to anfwcre this : 

And for this caufe,a while we mutt ne°le£t 
Ourholy purpofe to lerufal cm . 0 

Z* Coofe. 
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The Hiforie 

Coofen,on wednefday next our Counfel wc will hold. 

At Wind fore jfo informe the Lordes : 

But come your felfc with Ipeed to vs againc. 

For more is to be faid and to be done, 

Then out of anger can be vttered. 

Weft. I will, my liege. Exeunt, 

Enter prince ofVV^des O' Sir Iobn Fdjldffc* 

Faift, Now Hal, what time of day is it lad ? 

Prince. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking ofoldcfacke, 
and vnbuttoningthec after fupper, and lleeping vpon benches 
after noone; that thou hail forgotten todemaund that truely 
which thou wouldeft truelyknow. What adcuill hail thou to 
doe with the time ofthe day ? vnles houres were cups of l'acke,.. 
and minutes capons,and clockes the tongues of Baudes, and 
Dialles the fignes of leaping houfes,and the bleffcd l'unne him- 
lelfeafairehotwenchinflame-coulered taffataj I fee no rea- 
fon why tliou lhouldelt be fuperfluous to demaunde the time 
ofthe day. 

Faift. Indeede you come neere mee now c Hal, for wee that, 
take purfes,goe by the moone and the feuen (larres,and not by 
"Phoebus, he, that wandring knight fofaire : andl pretheivveete. 
wag, when thou art king, as God faue thy grace : maieftiel 
fliould fay,for grace thou wilt haue none. 

Prince. Wiiat none ? 

Veil ft No, by my troth, notfo much as willferue tobeepro- 
logue to an egge and butter. 

Prince. Welihow then ? comcroundly, roundly^ 

Faift. Mary then, fweet wag , when thou art king, 'let not vs 
that are fqiures of the nights body, bee called theeues of the 
dayesbeautie : let vs bee £>/4»4«forrefters, gentlemen of the 
(hade, minions of the moone,.and let men lay, wee bee men of 
good gouernement, being gouerned as the fea is, by our noble, 
and chafte miilrcffe the moone, vnder whofe countenance vve 
fteale. 

Prince; Thou faieft well, and it holds wcl too, for tire fortune- 
of vs that are the moones tneu,doth ebbe and flow like the fea, 
being gouerned as the fea is by the moone, as for proofe. Now 

a. apurfe. 
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a purfc ofgoldmoft refolutely fnatcht on Mund^y night, and 
moll difloiutely fpent on Tuclday morning, got with {wearing, 
lav by, and fpent with crying, bringm, nowm as low an ebbe 
as the foot of the ladder,, and by and by in as high aflew as the 
ridge of the gallovves. . 

.Fa/ft- By the Lord thou faift true lad, and isnotmy heftefle 
of tlic tauerne amofl fweet wenth? 

frin. As thehony of Hibla my old lad of the cafllc, andis 
not a buffelerkma moftfwcetrobeof durance? 

faift How now,, how now mad wagge, what, in thy quips 
and thy quiddities? what a plague haue 1 to doe with a bufic 
lerkin? 

prince ♦ Why what a poxe haue I to doe with my hoftefle of 
the tauerne? 

Faift Well, thou haft cald her to a reckoning many a time 
and oft. 

Prince. Didl cuer call for thee to pay thy part? 

Faift. Nojile giue thee -thy due,thou hail paid all there. 

Prin. Yeaand elfewhere,fofar as my coyne would ftretch, 
and where it would not I haue vfed my credit. 

Faift. Y ea,and fo vf'd it, that were it not here apparant that 
thou art heire apparant. But I prethe fweet wag,ftiall tliere bee 
gallowcsftandmgm England when thou art king? and relolu- 
tion thus fubd as itis with the rullie curbe of old fatlicr Anticke 
the law, doe not thou when thou art king hang a theefe. 

Prtnce. No, thou flralc. 

Faift. Shall 1 ? O rare! by theLordilebeabraueiudge. 

Prince , T hou iudgeft falfe already,! meane tliou (halt haue 
the hanging ofthe theeues, and fo become a rare hangman, 

Faift. W ell, Hal, well, and in fome fort it iumpes with my 
humour, as well as waiting in the Court I can tell you. 

Prince. For obtaining offutes ? 

Faift. Yea, for obtaining of fuites, whereof the hangman 
hath no leane wardrob. Zblood lam as malanclioly as a gyfe. 
Cat,oralugdBeare. 

Prince. Or an old Lyon,or a louers Lute. 

Faift Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnfturc bagpipe. 

Prince. What fay ell thou to a Hare, or the malanclioly of 

Mooretwch? 
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*TheHiforit 

Mooreditch ? 

Falf Thou haft the nioft vnfauory frailesL and art indeed 
the molt comparatiuc ralcalheft fweetyong Prince. But Ha! 
I preth c trouble me no more wit’tr V anitie,I would to God thou 
and Ikncw where a commodity df good names were to bee 
bought : an olde Lorde of the counfell rated me the other dtv 
in tlic ftreetc about you fir, but I markt him not, and yet lice 
talkt very wifely, but I regarded him not, and yet he talkt wile- 
iy and in the ltrectto. 

Trines. Thou didft vve l,for wifedom cries out in the ftreers 
and no man regards it. * 

F*/f. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a faint; thou haft donemuchhanne vnto nice Hal 
God lorgiue thee font : before I knewe theca*/, I-knewe no! 
tiling, and now am I, if a man Ihouldfpeake truely, little better 
then one of the wicked : I mult giue oucr this life,, and I will 
giuc it oner: by the Lord and I doe net, I am a villaine, ilebec 
damnci for neuer a kings ionne in Cliriltendoin.' ^; 

Trin ' Where lhall we take a purfe to morroi^iaeice'> . 

Jr*' ?. ounds w 5 1 ’ er ^ c !'; cu wilclad > lIe ‘Bake one, an I do not 
call me villaine and baffcll me* 

Pr/>;. I fee a good amendment oflife in thee,from waving-; 
to purl e-taking. r J 

Fa/. WhyJIa!/x my vocation Hal, c’is no linnc fora man 
to labour in ins vocation. Unteyp o'mes 

Poynes,nowc /hall wcknowc if Gads lull haue feta match. 
Ojifmen were to be faued by n\erit, what hole in hel were hoc 
enough for him? this is the moll omnipotent villaine that euer 
cry ed ftand,to a true man. 

Prince, Good morrowyNTw/# 

PeiKcs. Good morrow fweetc Hal What faies Monfieur 
remor/e -3 what fay es fir Iohn Sacke , and Sugar Iackc? howc 
agrees the aeuill and thee about thy /oulethat thou fouldeft 
him on good Friday laft,fbr a cup of Medera and a cold capons 
legge? l 

Prince. Sir I ohn Bands to his word, the dcuiil fhall haue his 
bargain e,f or he was neuer yet a breaker ofprouerbes : he will 
gmc the diucll his due. 
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of Henry the fourth . 

Topes. Then iart thou damnd for keeping thy word withthc 

Prince. Elfe he had bin damnd for ccolcning the diuell. 

To/. Butmy lads, my lads, to morrow morning , by foure a 
clocke early at Gads lull, there are pilgrims going to Cantur- 
bune with rich offerings, arid traders rising to London vVith fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all 5 you haue horfesforypur 
fellies, Gadlbill lies to night in Rochellcr , I haue belpoke (up- 
per to morrow night in H aft C heaps ; we may doe it as fccure as 
ileepe; if you will goe, 1 will ilulfc yourpurfcsfuli of crownes: 
if you will not, tane at home and be hangd. 

Falf Heare ye Y edward, if l tame at home and goe not, 
fie hang you for going. 

To. You will chops, 

Falf. Ha/fWilt thou make one? 

Trin. Who, I rob? I a tiiiefe ? not I by my faith. 

Falf. Ther’s neither honellie, manhood, nor goodfcllowfl>ip 
mtheejnorthoucameftnotof the bloud royali, if choudarcK. 
not ftafid for ten ihilhngs, 

Tri»ce. W ell then, oncein my-dayes f le be a madcap. 

Falf. W hy that's w ell laid. 

Trin. Well, come what will, i’le Carrie at home. 

Falf. By the lord, fie bea traitor then , when thou art king. 

Trin. I care not. 

To. Sir Iohn, I preetbe leaue the prince and me alone, I will 
lay himdownefuch reafons for thi? aduenture, tl>at he flialgo., 

Falf. Wei, God giue thee the /pint of perlwafion, and him 
the eares of profiting, that whatthou fpeakeft may moue, and 
what he hearts, may be beleeued, that the true prince may (tor 
recreation fake) proue a falfe thiefe, for the poore abufes of the 
time want countenanceifarcwel, you Dial find 111 c in Eaftchcap 

Pm.Farewel the latter fpring T farcvvel Aihallowne fimnner. 

Fain. Now my good iwcet hony Lord , ride with vs to mor- 
row, I haue a iealt to execute , that I cannot mannage alone. 
Falltalfife, Harucy,llofsil!,and Gadlliil,llial rob thofe men that 
we haue already way-laid, your felfe and 1 will not beethere: 
and when they iiaue the bootie, ifyouand I doe not rob them, 
cut this head off from my fkculders. 

B Trin. 
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Prin. How iliall we part with them in fettirig forth? 

/V Why, we will let forth before or after them,and appoint 
them a place of meeting , -wherein it is at our pleafureto faile- 
and then will they aduenture vpo the exploit themfeluesy.vhich 
tlicy lnall haue jjo fooner atchicued, but wee’le let vpon them. 

Pm. Yea: but t’is like thatthey will know vs by our horfes, 
by our habits,and by euery other appointment to be our fellies. 

To. 'I ut,our horfes they fhal not lee, i’le tie thein the wood* 
out vizards wee will change after wee leaue them: and firra,I 
haue cafes of Buckromforthe nonce, to immaske our noted 
outward garments. 

Prin Yea,but 1 doubtthey will be too hard for vs. 

Po. Well, for two of them, I know them to bee as true bred 
cowards as euer turnd backe and for the third, if he fight lon- 
ger then lie lees reafbn, 1 le forfiveare annes, Thevertue of this 
leait will be the mtomprehenfible lies, that this fame fit ronie 
will tell vs when wee meet at f 'upper , howthirtieatleaft hee 
fought with, what wards , what bio wes, what extremities he in- 
dured, and in thereproofe of this lyes the ieaft. 

Prince , W ell,i lc goe with thee, pi oiu.le vs all things necef- 
larie, and meete me to morrow night in Eaftcheapc , tlierc t'lc 
fup : farewell. 

Po. Farewell my Lord. Exit Points. 

Vrin, I know you all, and will a while vphold 
The vnyokt humour of youridleneffe. 

Yet herein will I imitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
Toimcthervp his beautie from die world, 

T hat when he pleafe againe to be hitnlelfe , 

Being wanted he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foule and vgly mills 
Of vapours that didleemc to llrangle him. 

]f all the yeere were playing holy-dayes, 

T o fport would be as tedious as to workc; 

But when they feldomc come, they wiihtfor come, 

And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents: 

So wlien thisioofe behauiour I throw off. 

And pay the debt I neucr pr.omifecj, 

. By 
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By how much better then my word I am. 

By fo much fhalll falfific mens hopes, 

And like bright mcttall on a lullen ground, 

JVJ y reformation glittring or’c my fault, 

Shai fhew more goodly, and attraft more cics 
Then that which hath no foile to fet it off* 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time when men thinke leaft I will. 

Enter the King, Northumberland , l Porcefi er, Hot [pur. 

Sir Walter Blunt frith others. 

King. PA)' blood hath bin too cold and temperate, 

Vnapt to ftir at thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me, for accordingly 
You tread vpon my patience, but be fure 
I will from henceforth rather be my fclfe 
Migbtie.andto befeard,then my condition. 

Which hath binfmooth as oyle, foft as yong downe. 

And therefore loft that title of refpeft, 

Which die proud foule ne’re payes buttothe proud. 

War.. Our houfe (my foueraigne liege)litle deferucs 
The fcourge of greatneffe to be vfed on it. 

And that famcgrcatnefle to, which our owne hands 
Haue ftolpe to make fo portly. North. My Lord. 

King. W orccfter,g'et thee gone, fori doe fee 
Dan°er, and difobedience in thine eie: 

O fir, yourprefenceistoo .bold and peremptorie a 
And Maieltie might ncuer yet endure 
The moodre frontier of a feruant brow, 

You,haue good leaue to leaue vs: when we need 
Y our vfe & counfell, we fhall fend for you. Exit War, 

You were abouttofpeake. 

North. Y ea, my good Lord. 

Thofe prifoners in your higlines name demanded. 

Which Harry Percy here ac Holmcdon tooke. 

Were as he hues, not with fuch llrength denied 
Asis deliuered to your maieftie. 

Either enuie therefore, or mifprifion. 

Is guiltic of this fault, and not my fonne. 
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The Hiforiz 

Hotff, My Iicgc,I did denie no prifonersl 
But I remember when tl*e fight was done. 

When I was drie with rage, and extreme toyle, 
Brcathles and faint, leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft 
FreOi as a bridegroome,and Jus cliin new reapr, ? 
Shewd like a Rubble land at harueft home, 

He was perfumedhke aMxliineiv 

And twixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
A pouncct boxe, which euer and anon 
He gaue his nofe,and took’c away againc, 

Who therewith angry, whenit next came there: 

T ooke it in fuffe, and iiill he fmild and talkt; 

And as the fouldiours bore dead bodies by. 

He cald them vntaught knaues,,vnmanerly. 

To bring a flouenly vnhandfome coarfe 
Bet.vixtthe wind and his nobilitie: 

With many holy-day,and ladis tcarmes 
Hequcftioned me, amongft the reft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maieftics behalte. 

I then, all limi ting with my wounds being cold* 

To be fo peftred with a Popmgay, 

Out of my gnefe and my impatience 
Anfwered ncgleftingly, I know notwhat, . 

He lhould, or he lhould not , for he made me mad 
T o fee him lhirie fo bnske, and finell lo fweete. 

And talkc lb like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums ,and wolm ds,God fauethe marker 
And telling me; the foueraigneft tiling on earth. 

Was Parmacitie, for an inward bruife. 

And that it was great pitie, 1b it was. 

This villanous laltpeeter, lhould be digd 
Out of the bowels of die havmeles earth,.: 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroyed' 

So cowardly, and but for thefe .vile guns. 

He would himfelfe haue bene a foukhour. 

This bald vnioynted chat of his (my Lord) 

I anfwered indir cftly (as I laid) 

And 



of Henry the fourth . 

And I befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation 
Betwixt my loue and your high maielhe. 

Blunt. The circumftance confidered,good my ford. 
What e’re Harry ‘Percy then had laid 
To fuch a psrlon,and in ftich a place, 

At luch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May realonably die, and ncucr rife 
To doe him wrong, or any vvay impeach 
What then he taid,fo lie vnfay it now. 

King. Why he doth denie lus prifoners. 

But with prouilo and exception, . 

That we at our owne charge Ihall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law, the foolifh Mortimer, 

Who on my foule,hath wilfully betraid 
The liues of thofe,that he did lead to fight 
Againft that great Maginan, damned Glendower, 

Whole daughter as we heare, the Earle of Marco 
Hath lady married; Ihall our coffers then 
Be emptied touredeeme a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon? and indent with fcares 
When they haue loft and forfeited themfelucs } 

Nc y on the barren mountainelethiniftar ue: 

For I ihall neuer holdtlutman my friend, 

Whofe tongue Ihall aske me for one penny coft 
To ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Aor.ReuoltedMortimefC 
He neuer did fafioff, toy foucraigne liege. 

But by the chance of war; to proue that true 
Needs no more but onetonguerfor all tliofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he tooke. 

When on the gentle Stucrns fiedgie banke. 

In fingle oppolitiojn hand to hand, 

He did confound the beft part of an h'oure, 
Inchanging’hanliment with great Glendower, 

Three times they breathd, & three times did they dlinkc 
Vpon agreement of fwiftSeuernsfloud, 

Wlio then af if i°l. ted with theft bloudielookes, 
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Ran fearefully among the trembling rcedes. 

And hid ius crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 
Blood-llaincd with thele valiant combatants, 

Neuer did bare and rotteri policy 

Colour her working with luch deadly wounds ’ 

Nor neuer could the noble Mortimer * 

Receiue fo many, and all 'willingly: 

Then let not him be llandered with reuplt. 

King. Thou doeft bely him Percy,thou doefl bely him" 
Idc neuer did encounter wiclxGleiiciower " 



As Owen Glendowcrfor an cnemic. 

Artthou not alham’d? but firra, henceforth i 
Letnie not heare you fpeake of Mortimer : 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedieft mcanes. 

Or y ou lhall heare in fuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafe you . M y Lord Northumberland, 

VVe licence .your departure with .your fonne. 

Send vsyour prifoners, oryau will heare ofit. Exit Ki»«i 

Hot • And lfthc dcuill come and rore for them, 

I wil not fend them : I will after ftraigk 
And tell himlijjfbr I will cafe ray heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my heatf. 

Kort h. What?drunk« with cholerSftay and paufc a while,' 
Here comes your vncle. Enter Wor* 

Hot. Speake of Mortimer?. 

Zoundes I will fpeake ofhnn^and let my loule 
W ant mcrcie,ifl dpe not foyne with him : 

Y ea, on his part lie empwe all thel'c vaines, 

And lhead my deare blood , drop by drop in the dull. 

But I will lift the d.ovvnc-trod Mortimer 
Ashighintlieaireasthis vntiiankefyjlking, , , :I ; 

As tins ingrate and cankredjBulhiigbfcooke, 

North. Brother,. the king hath made your nephew mad. 
M r ° r • Who ftrooketliis lxeate vp after I was gone? 

Hot. He will forfooth haue all my prifoners. 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once agayne 
Ofinywmes brother, then ids cheek lobkt pale, 

' • And 
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And on my face he turn’d an eteofdeath. 

Trembling euen at the name of Mortimer. 

War, I cannot blame him, was not h e proclaim’d 
By Richard chatdeadis,the next of blood? 

North. He was, I heard the proclamation 
And then it was, when the vnhappieking, 

( Whofe wrongsin vs God pardo) did let forth 
Vpon hislrilh expedition} 

From whence lie interceptcd,did returne 
To be depos’d, and Ihorcly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we ira the worlds wide mouth . 
Liue fcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken of. 

Hot. But loft 1 pray you, did king Richard then 
Prodaime my brother Mortimer 
Heirc to the crowne ? 

North. He did, my felfe did heare it. 

Hot , Nay, then I cannot blame his epofen king, 

That wiflit him on the barren mountaines ltarue. 

But lhall.it be that you that fet the crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetful man, 

A nd for his lake weare the detelbed blot 
Of murth erous fubornation? fhall it be 
That you a world of curfes vndergo. 

Being the agents, or bafe fccond mcanes, 

The cordes,t’ne ladder.or the hangman rather : 

O pardon me, that I delcend fo low, 

T o fhew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtilking. 

Shall it for lhame be fpoken in thefe dayes. 

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an yniult behalfe, 

( As both of you God pardon it, haue done) 

To putdowne Richard thatfwectlouely Role, 

Ana plantthisthorne, this canker Bullingbrooke? 

And lhall it in more lhame be further fpoken. 

That you are foorll,difcarded,and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe fhames ye vaderwent ? 
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Mo,yet time femes, wherein youmay redeem® 

Your banilht honors.and rcftore y our felubs. 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe : 
Reuenge the ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud king,who ftudiesday and night 
To anfwerc all the dcbrheovves to you, 

Euen with the bloody payment of your deaths ; v 

Therefore I fay, 

Wor. Peace coofenyfay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a fecret booke. 

And toyourquicke conceiuing dil’contents 
He reade you matter deepe and dangerous, 

Asfull of perill and aduenterous fpint. 

As to o’rewalke a Current ronng low'd, 

On the vnftedfall footing of a fpeare. 

Hot. If lie fall in,good-night,or fincke 5 or fvvim, 
Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honor erode it, from the North to South, 

A nd let them grapple : O the bl oud more Itirs 
T o roufe a ly on than to ftart a hare. 

North , Imagination of lome great exploit 
Driueshim beyond the bounds of patience. 

H By heauen me thinkes it were an eaficleape, 

T o plucke brighthonor from the palefac’d Moone, 
Or diue into the-bottomc of the deepe, 

Where fadome line could neuer touch the ground. 
And plucke vp drowned honour by the locks, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence might wearc 
Without co rriuall ali her dignities: 

But out vponthis hake fac’tfeilowfhip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 

B ut not the forme of what he Hiould attend. 

Good coofen giue me audience for awhile. 

Hot. I cric you mercy.' 

Wor . Thofe lame noble Scots that are your prifoners 
Hot. lie keepe them all ; 

By God he ftiall not haue a Scot of them, 

Ko ; if a Scot would l'aue his fotile he lhall not. 

lie 
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lie keepe them by this hand, 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no care vnto mypurpofes: 

Thofe prifoners you lhall keepe. 

Hot , Nay, I will: that’s flat: 

He faid lie would not ranfome Mortimer J 
Forbad my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer, 

But I will finde him when he lies afleepe. 

And in his eare lie hollow Mortimer : 

N ay,ile haue aftarling fhalbe taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer,and giueit him 
To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heareyoucoofen,a word. 

Hot. All ftudies here I lolemnly defie, 

SauehowtogallandpinchthisBullingbrooke, ^ 

And that fame 1 word and buckler prince of W ales s 
B ut th at I thinke Jiis father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with fomcmikhance s 

I would haue him poifoned with a pot of A le, > 

Wor. Farewell kinfman ,ile talk e to you 

When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a waipo- tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou? to breake into this womans moode, 

T ying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ? 

Hot . Why looke you, I am whipt and fcour’gd with rods^ 
Netled,and ftung with pifmires,when I hcare 
Of this vile polititian Bullingbrooke, 

In Richards time, what do you call the place 3 
A plague vpon it,itis in Glocefterfhire; 

T’was where the mad-cap duke his vnclc kept 
His vncle Yorke, where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this king of fmiles, this Bullingbrooke: 

Zblood,when you and he came backe froin Rauenfpurgh. 

Nor. AtBarkly caftle. Hot. You fay true. 

Why what a Candy deale ofeurtefie. 

This fawning greyhound then did profter me, ’ , * 

Looke when his infant fortune cameto age. 

And gentle Harry Pefcy,and kind cpolbn; 

C O the 
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Oj the dcuill take fach coofeners,God forgiue mee* 
Good Vncle tell your tale, I haue done, 
lfor. Nay, if youhauehot,toitagaine> 

W c will rtay your leifure . 

Hat. I haue done Ifaith, 

U^or. T hen once more to your Scottifli prifoner% 
Deliuer them vp, without their ranfome ftraight, 
And makethc Douglas fonne your onely meanc 
For Powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
W hich I lhall fend you written, be afliir’d 
Wdlealily be granted you, my Lord; 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus employed,. 

Shall fecredy into the bofome creepe 
Of that lame nobleprelatc welhclou’d. 

The Archbilhop. 

Hot [par. Of Yorke, is it. not? 
ly'or. True, who beares hard 
His brotliers death at Briflow the Lord Scroopci 
I Ipeake not this hi eftimation. 

As what I thinke might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe. 

And onely ftayes but to beheld the face- 
Of that occafion that fhallbring it on; 

Hot ftp. Ifmell ir,Vpon my life it will doe well. 
Nor. Beforethe game is afoot.thou ftill letft flip,. 
Hot, Why,itcannotchufebut be a noble plot, 
Andthenthepowerof Scotland, and of Yorke,, 
To ioync with Mortimer, ha, 

U^or, And fo they lhall. 

Hot , In faidi it is exceedingly well aimd, 

IPor, A nd t’is no little realon bids vs fpced. 

To fauc our heads, by railing of a head: 

For beare our felues as euen as we can, 

The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt,, 

A nd thinke we thinke our felu cs vnfatisfied. 

Till hehath found' a time to pay vs home. 

And fee already, how he doth begin 
To make vs llrangers tohis Iookes of louc, 

- - ---- Hcf ' 
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Ffrf.Hc does, he does, wcclc be rcueng’d on him. y , ? 

War, Coofen, farewell. No further goe in dus. 

Then I by letters lhall diced your courfe 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly; 

He lleale to Glendowcr, andloe, Mortimer, _ 

Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once* 

As I will falhion it, lhall happily meet, 

To beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vncertaintic. 

Nor. Farewel good brother, w e lhal thriuc, I trulr. 

Hot. Yncle adieurO letthe hpuresheihort. 

Till ficlds,and blow es,and grones applaudour Iport. Exeftnt, 
Enter a Carrier With 4 leaf erne in his hand. 

I Car. Heigh I10. An itbeenot foure.by the day , ilefcee 
hangd, Charles waine is ouerihe new Chimney , and yet our 
horfe notpackt. What Ollier, 

Oft. Anon, anon, . 

1 Car. Iprcthec Tom, beat Cuts faddlc, put a few flocks ia 
the point, poore iadeis wrung in the withers, out of ail cefie* 

Enter.anot her Carrier. . ' 

1 CV*r„P.eafe andbeanes arc as danke hcre as a dog ,and that 
isthe next way to giucpoore iades the botsidiis houle is turiled 
vpfidc downe fincc Robin Older died. _ r 

3 , I Car, Poore fellow ncucr ioied fincc die price of Oatcs rofe, 

it.was die death of hitn, * : 

2 CarJ. thinke this be die moll villainous houfem al London, 
roadfor fleas, I am llunglikea Tencli. ' j 

; * Car.Uke aTcnchrby die Made thereisne’re a king din- 

•ften coiild.be better bit,thcn I haue Bin finccthc firll cockc. 

a Car. Why, they will allow vs ne’rc a Iordan e, and then we 
leakc in yourclumncy, and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
a loach. 

1 Crfr.WhatjQftlerjCome away.,and be hang’ d,come away. 

, 2 Car, I haue a gammon of Bacon, and two razes of Gin- 
ger, to be deliuered as farre as Charing crotfc. 

i Car. Godsbody,ilie T urines in my Panierare quiet ftar- 
ucd:what OlderJa plague 011 thce,halt thou neucr an eie in rliy 
headf can’ll not beare. and t’werc not as good deede as drink tc* 

C J breaks 







The Fiiforie 

breake tbc pate on, thee, I am a very viUaine,eome & be fiangd, 
haft no faith in thee? 

EnterGt td(hi/l. 

Gadflnll. Good morrow Carriers, what’s a clockc? 

Car. I thv- e it be two a clocke. 

Gad. I prethe lend me thy lanterne,tofee my gelding in the 
liable. 

1 Car. Nay by Godfoft, Iknowa tricke worth two of that 
I faith. 

Gad. I pray thee lend me thine, 

2 Car. I, when, canlltell? lend me thy lantcrnc (quoth he ) 
marry lie fee thee hangd firft. 

, Gad. Sirra Carrier , what time doe you meane to come to 
London? 

2 Car. Time enough to goe to bed with a candle, I warrant 
thee* Come neighbour Mugs , wee’le call vpthe Gentlemen, 
thpy will along with company, for they haue great charge. 

Enter Chamber Line; 1 Exeunt. 

Gad. What ho: Chamberlaine* 

, Cham. At hand qUoth pkke-purle. 

■. Gad. T hat’s eue as faire,as at hand quoth the Chamberlaine: 
for thou Varieft no more from picking of purfes , then giuing 
direftion, doth from labouring ithoulayefttheplothow. ' ' ' 

Cham. Good morrow mafter Gadflnll, it holds currant Sliat 
I told you yefter night,ther’s a Franckelin in the wild of Kentj , 
hath brought three hundred marks with him in gold, I heard _ 
him tellitto one of hiscompany laft night atfupper , a : kind of 
Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God kiiawes 
wbat, they are vp already , and callfor egges and butter, they 
will away prcfently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas darks, ilc 
giue thee thipneckc. 

Cham , No, ile none of it,I pray theckeepe thatfor the hang- 
man, for I know thou worfhippeft Saint Nicholas, as tmelyas a 
man of falfhood may. 

(?<f,Whatcalkeft thou to me of the hangman? if I hang, ile 
makeafatpaireof gallowes: for if I hang , old fir Ibhu hangs 
with me, & thouknoweft he is no ftamelihgrtut, there ar-e other 

Troians 
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Troians that thou dream’ ft not of, the which, for lport lake are 
content to do the profellion, fome graceythat would(if matters 
fhould belooktintojfor their ownc credit fake make all whole, 
i am ioyned with no footland rakers, nolong-ftafre fixpennie 
ftrikerSjnone ofthefe mad muftachiopurplehcwd nialtworms, 
but with nobilitie, and tranquillitie , Burgomafters and great 
Oneyers/uch as can hold infuth as wil ltrike fooner then fpeak, 
and fpeak fooner then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray, and 
yet(zoundes) Hie, for they pray continually to their Saint the 
Common-wealthjor rather not pray to her, but pray on her, for 
they ride vp and downe on her, and make her their bootes. 

Cham * What, the Common-wealth their bootes? will ftie 
bold out water in foule way ? . 

Gad. She will, lhe will, luftice hath Iiquord her : we fteale as 
ina Caftle cockfure : we haue the receite of Fcrnefeede, w'ec 
walke inuifible. 

Cham. Nay,by my faith, I thinkeyouarc more beholding to 
the night then to Fernefeed, for your walking inuifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou fhalt haue a lhare in our pur- 
chafe,as I am a true man. 

-Cham. Nay , rather Ietme haueit,asyouareafalfetheefe.’ 
Gad. Go to } homo is a common name to al men; bid the Oilier 
bung my gelding out Of the liable, farewell, ye muddy knaue* 
Enter Prince fpoines, andTeto, See. 

Vein. Come lhelter,ftielter,I haue remoou’d FalftalfFes horfe* 
and hefretslike a gum’d Veluet* 

“Prince. Stand clofe. Enter Falflalffe. 

Talf. Poy nes,Poynes,and be bang’d Poynes. 

^kcepef e3Ce ye fatl ‘ kldnc F darali:a, > wiiac a brawling doeft 

%if. Wbat Poynes, Hal? 

walkt vp toitlietop ofthc hill,Ue go feekd him 1 
hnrl 1 dm 4 CCUr f t0 /° b In tbat thccues companie,tbe rafeal 

!r^h°T ed ‘P 7 I know not where/, if I 
Z , ) tf ° a; ,r, C by thefquire forthcr afoote, I fhal break* 

tins Vn t' y^ C ’ d , 0ubc ^ 0t but to dle a &ire death for all 
h rnl fca P c ban §! n g for killing that rogue, I haue forfworne 
■ . company hour ely any time this xm.y eAre ^id yet lam be- 

C 3 witcht 
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witcht with the rogues companie. If therafcall haue not gi« 
uen me medicines to make me loue him,ile bchang’d. Itcouid 
notbe clfe, I Iiaiic drunke medicines, Poynes, Hal, a plague 
rpon you both, Bardoll,Peto,ilc flarue e’re ilerob afootehu- 
ther,and t’were not as good a deede as drinke to tumc true- 
man, and to leaucthefe rogues;! amthcvcrieft varletthat cuer 
chewed widi a tooth: cight ycardcs of vneuen ground is three- 
fcore and ten miles afoctc with mee: and the flonie lieaited 
villainesknowe it well inough, a plague vpon it w hen theeues 
can not be true one to another# 

T bey wbiftle. 

Whcw,aplague vpon you all, giuc mee my horfe, you rogues, 
giue me my horlc,and behang’d. 

frin. Peace yefat guts, lie downe # lay thine earc elofetothe 
ground, and lilt. if thou can hearc die tread of trauellers. 

Falf. Hauc y ou.any leauers to lift me vp againc beingdown? 
zblood ile not oearc mine owhe fiefh lo farre afootc agame, for 
all die come in thy fathers Exchequer : What ajplague meane 
ye,to coltme thus i 

Trirt. Thoulyeft,thou art not coked, thou art vncoltcd, 

Yalf. I pretlic good prince,H al,helpc me to my horfe , good 
kings loiine. 

« Prsn, Outyouroguc,fhalll be your O filer? 

Yalf. Hang thy lelfc in thine ownc heife apparantgartersaf 
I be taine, ile peach for tliis:andl haue not Ballads made on you 
al l, a n il lung to filthy tunes Jet a -cuppe of facke be my poyiou: 
when ieft is l'o forward,and afoote too, I hate it. 

Enter Gadfkil!. 

Gadjk&nd, Yalf, So I do againfl my will. 

po/.O t’is our fetter, I know his voyce,Bardoll, whatnewj^ 
Bo\Cafcye,cafc ye; on with your vizards, diere’s money 
of.thc Kings comming downc die lull , t’is going td the Kings 
Exchequer. 

F alf. You he,yrroguc,t’isgoing to the kings Taucme# 

Gad. There's inough to make vs all: 

Yalf. To.bc bang'd., , 

Priw.Sirs, you fourc dial frontthem in the narrow lane: Ned 
Poyncs,andiwiUwalkc lower:ifthey fcape from your cncoun- 
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rer,thcn they light on vs. 
fete. How many be they ofthem ? 

Gad. Some eight, or ten, 

Falf, Zoundes, will they not rob vs? 

Pr ince. W hat, a coward, fir John paunch? 

Falf In deed I am not Iohn of Gaunt, your grandfatherjbut 
yet no coward,Hal, 

Prince* Well, we leaue that to theproofe, 

?o # Sirra, Iacke,thy horfe llandcs behindc the hedge, when 
thou needit him, there thou lhalt find him:farewel,& Hand faff. 
Falf. Now can not I ltrike him if I fhould bchang’d. 

P rin. Ned, where are our difguifes ? 

Tot. Here, hard by, (land dole. 

Falf. Now my mailers, happy man be his dole,, fay I , euery 
man to his bufinefle. Enter the trauailers. 

Trauai . Come neighbour, the boy lhall lead our horfes down 
die hill, weelewalkeafooteawliile,and ealc our legs. 

T heeues. Stand. T rauel , Ic'us bleffe vs. 

Falf. Strike, downewitbthem, cut the villaines throatesr a 
horefon Cattcrpillers, Bacon-fed knaues, they hate vs youth, 
downc with them, fleece diem, 

T, ra O, we arc vndone,bodi we and ours, for euer. 

Fal. Hang yc gorbellied knaucs,are ye vndone? no yefatte 
chuffes, I would your flore were here: on Bacons on, what yee 
knaues? yong men mull liue,youare graundc iurers,, are yee 5 
weeleiureye faith. 

Here tbeyrobthem^and bind them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Prince and Poines. 

Prin, Thethceues hauc bound the true men: nowe coulde 
thou and I rob the theeues,and go merily to London,it woulde 
be argument for a wceke, laughter for a moneth,and a-good ieft 
for cuetv 

P tines. Stand elofe, I hearc diem comming,. 

Enter the theeues againc. 

y ^ a !f- Come,my mafters^Qt vs fhare,and then to horfe before 
day; and the Prince and Poines bee not two arrant cowardes, 
there s no equitie flirring^ther’s no more valour in that Poines. 
then m a wilde ducke, 

Prin, 
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As they are piaring , the Prince and Pc met 
fet vponthewjy they all runne a'Way 3 and 
Talflalffe after a blo\X> or /wo runs atyay 
toojeautng the bootie behindethem . 

Pr/A/.Got with much cafe.Now merrily to horfe; the thecues 
are Scattered ^and poflellwith feare fo ftrongly, that diey dare 
not meete each otlier,cach takes his fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned, Falflalffc fweates to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he waHces along, vver’t not for laughing I fhould pittie him, 

. femes. How the rogue rpar’d. Exeunt ♦ 

.Enter Hot ffur folus y reading a letter. 

But for mine otynepart.my Lordj I could be well contented to bea 
there 3 in refpett dfthe lone I beareyour honfe. 

He could be contented,\vhy is he not then ? in the refpett of 
the loue he beares our houle: lie fhewes mthisjhe loues his own 
barne better then he loues our houfe. Let me fee fome more. 

The phrpofeyou undertake is dangerous , 

Why that's certaine, t'is dangerous to take a cold,to ileepe, 
to drinke,butltell you (my Lordfoole) out ofthis nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower lafetie. 

T he purpofe you undertake is dangerous , the friends you haue na^ 
med vneertaine , thetimeit felfe vnforted, and your whole plot too 

light y for the count erpoyfe offo great an oppofition. 

Say you fo, fay you fo. I lay vntoyou againe , you are a fhal- 
low cowardly Juncle,and you lye: what a lacke-braine is this? by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot, as euer was laid,our friends true 
and conftant; a good plot, good friends, & ful ofexpettation.*an 
excellent plot, very good friends} what afroltie lpirited rogue is 
this? why,my Lord of Yorke commends the plot,andthe gene- 
rall courleofthe Aftion # ZoundesandI werenowby this ral- 
call,I could bratne him with his Ladies fanne. Is there not my 
father, my vnclc, and my lclfc, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my 
Lord of Y orke,and Owen Glendower ? is there net befides the 
Dowglas?haue I not al their letters to meete me in armes by die 
ninth of the next month, and are they not fome of them fetfor- 
ward alreadie? what a pagan rafcall is this, and infidel? Ha, you 
ihall fee now in very fincentie or fear e and cold heart , will he to 
thcKmg, and lay open all our proceedings. 0, 1 could dcui dc 
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jnv felfe, & go to buffets, for mouingfuch a difli of skim nulkc 
with fo honorable an affion. Hang lum,let him tell the king, we 
are prepared:! will fet forward to night. Enter h,s Lady. 

How now Kate, I muftleaue you within thefe two houres? 

Lady. O my good Lord, why areyou thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me,fweet Lord, what i s’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomake, pleafurejandthy golden ileepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitll alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefti bloud in thy cheekes? 

And giuen my treafures and my rights’ ot thee 
To thicke eyde mufing, and curft melancholy? 

In thy faint flumbers, 1 by thee haue watcht. 

And heard thee murmur tales of yronwars, 

Speake tearmesofmannage to thy bounding ftced. 

Cry courage to the field* And thou hall talkt 
Of fallies, and retyres of trenches, tents. 

Of pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of canon, culuerin, 

Of prifonersranfome,andof fouldiours flame, 

And all the currents of a heddy fight, 

Thyfpirit within thee hath binfoatwar. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleene^ 

Thatbcdsof fweathaue ftood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbeditreame, 

And in thy face ftrange motions haue appeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath, 

On fome great fuddaine haftc*0,whatpottents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

And I rauft know it, elle he loues me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord, an hourc ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought thole horfes from the Sheriffe? 
Ser. One horfe, my Lord, he brought euen now. 

Hot. What horfe, Roane? acropeare, isitnot? 

Ser. It is my Lord, 



D 









Hot. That Roane foal be my throne. Wei!,! wilt baeke him 
ilraiglit: O Eipcrance, bid Butler lead hiuvforth into die parkc. 
La. But heare you my Lord, 

Hot. What faiit thou my Lady} 

La. What is it carries you away} 

Hot , Why, my horfe(my loue)my IiotTe, 

La. O ut you madhedded ape, a weazel hath not fuch a.deale 
of fplcene, as you are toft wich. In faith, ile know your bufinps 
Harry, that I wil, 1 fear c, my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his ti tle,& hatbfent for you to line his enterprife,but ifyou goe. 
Hot. So far afoot, I iliall be vveary,loue» 

La. Come, come you Paraquito,anfvveremee direftly, vnto 
trials queftion that I mall aske : in faith, ile breake thy little fin- 
ger, Harry , and if thou wilt nottell me all tilings true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifier, loue, I Ioue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tile with lips,. 

We mu(l haue bio udy nofes, and cracktcrownes 9 , 

And pafte them currant too: gods me,.my hoiTe;. 

VV hat faift thou Kate} what woldft thou haue with me} 

La. Do you not loue me: do’you notindeed} 

W ell, doe not then, for fincc you loue me nor, 

I will not loue my felfe. D oe you not loue me£ 

Nay, tell me, if you fpeake in ieaft, or no} 

Hot, Come, wilt thou fee me ride} 

And when I am a'lioriebacke, I will fiveare-,, 

I loue thee infinitely. B ut harke you Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth,.queftion me,. 

Whitherl goe,nor reafon, whereabout : 

Whither I muft, I mull, and to conclude. 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate t 
I know you wife, but yet no farther wife. 

Then Harry Percies wife: conftaat you are, 

Butyetawoman, and forfecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well beleeue, 

T liou wilt not vtter, what thou doll not knows 
And fo far will I trull thee, gentle Kate- 
La. How, fo far? 



Hot. 
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Hot. Not an inch further, but harke you Kate, 

Whither I goe, thither fo all you goe too; 

To day will ! fet forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content you, Kate} 

La.lt muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Trinee andPoines. 

"priii, Ned, preth.ee come out of that fat roonie, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Po/. Where haft bin, Hal? 

p rin, Wicli three or foure logger-heads , atnonglt three or 
fourefcorc iiogfoeads. I haue founded the very bale tiring of 
hunulitie. Sirra, I amfworne brother to aleafo of drawers,and 
can call them all by their chriftcn names, as T om , Dicke , and 
Francis: they take it already vpon their faluation, that though I' 
be but Prince of W ales, yet I am the king of Curtefie,& tel me 
flatly, I am no proud lacke, like Falftalfte, butaCorintliian,a 
lad of mettal,agood boy, ( by the Lord, fo they call me) and 
when I am King of England, 1 foall command all the good lads. 
inEailclieape. They call drinking deepe, dying fcarlet, and 
when youbreathc in your watering, they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude,! am lo good aproficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre, that I can drinke with any Tinker, in his own 
language, during my life, Ixell thee, N ed , thou liaft loft much 
honour, that thou wert not with rue, in this affion j but fweet 
Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned,! giue thee this peniworth 
of fugar, clapt euen now into my hand, by ail vnderskinker, 
one that neueripake otherEnglifiiinliislife, then eight foil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , with this llirill ad- 
dici6,anon,anonfir;skore apintofbaftard in the halfemoone, 
orfo.ButNed, to driue away the time till Falllalffe come : I 
pretlice,doe thou Hand in fome by-roome, while I queftion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me the fugar, and doe thou 
neuer leaue calling Frances, that his tale to me may be nothing 
but anon: ftep afidc, and ile foew thee a prefent. 

Torn* Frances. Trim. Thou art perfeff* 

Trin, Frances. Enter Draper, 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. Looke downe into the Pomgarnet. 
Ralph, 

D 5 Vrin. 









~ Tie H,J!o~iz 

Vrin. Come hither,Frances. Fran, My Lord* 

Vrin. How long haft thou to ferue,Frances? 

Fran, Forfooth , Hue yeeres, and as much as to. 

Po. Frances. 

Tran. Anon, anon hr. 

Vrin, Fiue y eere,berlady a long leafe for the clinking ofpew- 
tci'j but Frances, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play the coward 
with thy Indenture , and lhcw it a faire paire of heeles, and run 
from it? 

Fran, O Lord fir, ile be fworne vpon all the bookes in Eng--' 
land, l could find in my heart, 

Voin. Frances. Fran. Anon fir. 

Vrin, How oldartthou,Frances ? 

F ran. Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I (hall be. 

Voin, Frances* 

Tran , Anon fir, pray you/tay a little myLord. 

Vrin, Nay but harke you Frances, for thefugar thou gaueft 
mcjt’wasapent.voith, was’tnot? /• 

Fran, O Lord, I would it had bin two. 

Vrin. I will giue thee tor it, a thoufand pound^aske me when, 
thou wilt, and thou lhalt haueit. 

P oin, Frances, F ran. Anon, anon, 

Vrin, Anon Frances,no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfdayj or indeed Frances when thou wilt. But 
Frances. 

F ran. My Lord . 

Vrin, Wilt thou rob this leatherne Ierkin , criftall button, 
not-pated, agat ring, puke itocking, Caddice garter , fmooth 
tongue, fpamfii pouch? 

Fran. O Lord fir, who doe you meane? 

Vrin. Why, then your browne baftard isyouronely drinke? 
for looke you Frances , your white canuas doublet will fulley. 

In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fran, What fir? • Pom. Frances. 

Vrin. Away you rogue, doft thou not hcare them call. 
ft ere they both call him, the Draper stands amazed^ n t knowing 
'fohichway to got , Enter Vintner. 

Vint, Wiiatjftandftthou ftil, andhearft fuch a calling? Iookc 
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to the ghefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a douzen 
more are at the doore,fhall I let them in? 

Prw.Let them alone awhile, and then open the doottiPoines, 

p oi. Anoiymonfir. Enter Voines. 

Prince. Sirra/Falftalffe and the reft of the theeues are at the 
doore,fiiall we be merry? 

p oi. As merry as Crickets, my lad,but harke ye,what cunning 
match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer? come,what 8 $ 
the iftue ? 

Vrin, I am nowof all humours, that haue fhewed themfelues 
humours fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a clocke, 
Frances ? 

Fran. A non, anon fir, 

Vrin. That euer this fellowe fhould haue fewer words then 
aParrat,& yet the fonne of a woman. His induftrie is vpftaircs 
and downe ftaires,his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning,! am 
not yet of Percies minde, the Hotfpur ofthe North,he thatkil* 
me fome fixe or feuen douzen of Scots at a breakefafl , walhes 
his handes, and fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worke, O my fweet Harry faies (he ! how many haft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane liorfe a drench (fayes hee ) and aun-> 
fwers fome fourteene,an hour after *. a trifle, atriflle. I prethee 
call in Falftalffe,ile play Percy, and that damndc brawne lhall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. Bjuo faies the drunkard.* call in 
Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Enter Faljtalffe. 

P oi. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou bene? 

Falf, A plague of al cowards 1 fay, and a vengeance too, mar- 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup of facke boy, L’re I lead tiiislife 
long.ile fow neatherftocks,and mend them, 5c foote them too, 
A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup oflacke,rogue,isthere 
no vertue extant ? he drinketb. 

Vrin. Didft thou neuer fee T itan kiflc a du'h of butter,pitiful 
harted Titan that melted at the lweettale of die fonnes? if thou 
diuftjtlien behold that compound, 

D S Falf, 
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ZTbc Jhujtonc ^ 

f alf, You rogue, lieere’s lime in this facke too,thcre is no*, 
thing but rogery to be found in villanous man, yet a cowarde is 
worie then a cup of facke with Iitne in it. A villanous coward. 
Go thy wayes old lacke,die when thou wilt, if manhood, good 
manhood De’not forgot vpon the face of the earth, then am /a 
fiiotten herring : there liues not three good men vnhang’d in 
England, and one ofthemisfat,andgrowcsold,Godhelp the 
while, a bad world /fay, f would / were a weauer, / could ling 
pfalmes, or any thing, A plague of all cowards,/ fay ftill, 

P rin, How now, VVolfacke, what mutter you ? 

FW A kings fonne:if /doc not beat thee out ofthy kingdom 
with a dagger of lath, and dnue all thy 1 ubiedts afore thee like a 
flock of wiidc geefe, ile neucr weare haire on my face more,you 
Prince of Wale*, 

p r in. Why you horefon round-man, what’s the matter? 

Are you not a cowarde ? aunfvvere me to that, and 
Poynes there. 

pm, Zoundes yc fatpaunch,and ye call me cowarde,by the 

Lordjileftabthee. , 

' F alf. /call thee cowarde? ile fee thee damnde ere / call thee 
coward, but / would glue a thoufand pound /couldc runneas 
faft asthou canft.Youaicftraight euough in the flioulders,you 
care not who fees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friends? a plague vpon fuch backing: giue m ce them that will 
faceme; guie mea cup offacke.I am a rogue if/drunkc to day. 

Vrfo. O villain, thy lips arc fcatfe wipe lince thou druk it laft. 

Tfalf All is one for that. drwkcth. 

A plague of all cowards, itill fay I. 

Pm. What’s the matter ? 

F*//, What's the matter?there be foure of vs here hauc tan© 
a thouland pound this day morning. 

Trin. W hercis it, Xacke, where is it ? 

p alf Where is it? taken from vs it is : a hundred vpon poorc 

foure of vs, 

P rift. What,ahundred,man? 

Talf, i am a rogue,if /were not at halfc fword,with a douzen 
©fthemtwo houres together, 1 haue leapt by myiacle. I 
eight times thruft through the doublet, foure through the hole. 
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my buckler cutthroughand through, myfwordehack’tlike a 
Jnnd-faw ,ecce f igmm. . I neuer dealtbetter fincel was a man, al 
would not do. A plague ofall cowards,let them Ipeake^ifthey 
fpcake more or lcde then trued), they arc villains, and the lonnes 
ofdarkenelle. 

Gad. Speake,firs, how was it ? 

J\ofs t We foure fet vpon fome douzen, 

Tal. Sixeteene,atleaft, my Lord. 
fyfs* And bound them. 

IVf<?,No,no, they w'ere not bound. 

Tal. You rogue, they were bound, euery man of them, or I 
am a lew elle, and Ebrew lew. 



vpon vs. 

fat. And vnbound the remand then comein the other, 
p rin. What, fought ye with them all? 

F al. All? /know not whatye call all: but ifl fought not with 
fiftie of them, /am a bunch ofradilh: if there were not two or 
three and fiftie vpon poorc olde lacke, then am/notwoleg’d 



creature, 

Prin t Pray God , you haue not murthered fome ofthem, 
JEW, Nay, that’s pall praying for, I haue pepper’d two of the. 
Two /am fure /haue paled,, t w o rogues in buckrom futes : /tell 
thee what, Hal, ifl tell thee a lie, ipicinmyfacej callmehorfe: 
thou knoweil my olde warde : here / lay, and thus / bore my 
point; foure rogues in buckrom let driue at me. 

P rin. What, foure ? thou layd’ll buttvvo,euennow« 

F* U Foure, Hal, / told thee foure. 
fotn, I, I, he faid, foure, 

Tal, Thefefoure came all afront, and mainely thruft at me; 
1 made me no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen points in my; 
target, thus. 

Prin. S euen? why there were but foure,enen now. 

Tal. In Buckrom. 

P ojnes. /, foure, in Buckrom fuites . 

F«/, Seuen,by thefehilts,or/ am a villaine elfe, 

Vrince t Pretliee let him alone./.ve lhallhauc more anon. 

Tal, Doeft tliou lieare me,Hal 5 



Tr&ct, 








ThcHifioric 

P rin. I, and markethce too,lacke, 

Falf, Do fo,for it is worth the liilningto, thefe nine in Buck- 
rom that l told thee of. 

Prin, So, two more already* 

F <nlf. Their points being broken. * 

Toin, Downe fell lus hole. 

F aI[. Began to giuc me groundrbut I followed me clofe,came 
in, foot, and hand, & with a thought, feuen of the eieuen 1 paid. 

Pw.O monftrousleleuen Buckram men growne out of two? 

palf&uc as the deuil would haue it, three misbegotten knaues 
in -Kendall grecne came at my backe, andlet dnue at me,for it 
was io darke , Hal,tliatthou could’it not fee thy hand. 

P un. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets the, groffe as 
a mountaine,open, palpable, Why thou clay-brain d guts,thou 
knotty-pated foole,thoU horefon oMcenegreafic tallow-catch, 

Yalf. What, art thou mad? artthou madas notthe trueth die 
trueth? 

Pr/». Wliy,how collid’d: thou know thefe men m Kendall 
green, vvhe it was lo darke thou could’!! notice thy handfeome 
tell vs your reaion. What (ay ell thou to this ? 

p oin„ Come your reafon,Tacke, your reafon. 

F^What. vpon compulfion* Zoundes , and I were at the 
llrapp::cl6,or all the rackes in the worlde,I would not tel y ou on 
cpmpulfion. Giue you areafon on compullion? if reafons werfe 
as plentie as blacke-bemes,l would giue no man a rcafon vpon 
compullion, I. 

Prince, lie be no longer guiltie of this finne. This f anguine 
coward, this bedpreffer, this horfe-backe-breakcr, this huge 

lull of flefh. ' ■ . 

Fa.Zbloud you ftarueling,you elfskin,you dnea neatstoug.you 
bullpizzcl,you ltockfiili: O for breath to vtter.whaus like tliecf 
you tailers yard ,y ou lheatb,y ou bow cafe, you vile ltading tu* .v . 

Prin. W'djbreathe awlule,andtlien ton againe,oc when tnou 
liall tired thy felfe in bafe coparifons, heare me fpeake but tins. 

Poynes. Marke,lacke. . 

Pr/». Wetwofaw youfoure fet on foure,8c bound thern,an 
were made is of their wealth/marke now how a pi a me tare i - a 
put you downe, then did wee two fet on you foure > anu wit^a 
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worde,outfac’t you from your prize, & haue it,yea,<Ji can flhew 
it you herein thehoufeiand Falftalffe,you carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly ,witli as quicke dcxtciitie,& roard for mercy ,and 
fill mn androare,as euer I heard B ul-call* What.a Haue art thou 
to hacke thy fword as tlicm halt done? Sc then fay it was in fight* 
Whattricke? whatdeuice ? whatftartingholecanftthou now 
pud out, to hide thee from thisopen and apparant lhame? 

Voin .Come, let’s heare .Iacke, vvliattricke haft thou now? 
Fa/ft. By the Lord , I knew yee as well as Fee that made yee. 
Why, lieare you, my mailers, was itfor me, to kill the lieire ap- 
parant? fhould 1 turne vpon the true Princef why,thouknow- 
eft, I am as valianr,as Hercules : but, beware inftindf, thelyon 
will not touch thetrue Prince, inftinfl is a great matter. Iwas 
a coward on mftimft-, I fhall think e the better of my felfe, and 
thee, during my life; I , fora valiant lyon, and thou, for a true 
Prince: but, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you haue the money* 
Hodede, clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow, 
gallants, lads, boyes, hearts of gold.,all die titles of goodfellow- 
fhip cometoyou* What, fliall we bee merrie, fhall wchauc 
a play extempore ? 

P rin, Content, and the argument fhall bc,thy running away, 
Fa.A^uo more of that,Hal,& thou loueft me .Enter boftefsc* 
' Ho, O Iefu,my Lord the Prince 1 
Trw. How note', my lady the hoftefTe,what faift thou to me? 
f/tf.Marry,tny L.tliere is a noble-man of die court,at doore, 
would fpeake with you : he iayes, he comes from your Father* 
Tritt. Giue him as much, as will make him a toy all man , and 
fend him backe againe to my mother* 

Fa/. What maner of manis he? 

Ho, An old man. 

Fa/. What doth grauitie out of his bed at midnight? Shall I 
giue him his anfwere? 

P rin* Prethee dojIacke.fW. Faith, andile fend him packing* 

Exit. 

Vri», Now firs, birlady you fought faire , fo did you Peto, fo 
didyou Bardol, you arc lions to, you ran away vponinftindlj 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie, 
t>ar. Faith, / ran, when/ favy others runne, 

E Triif, - 
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Vriti. Faith,tc8 me no;v in carneft^how came Falftaiffs (word 
fo hackt# 

Te to. Why, hce haekt it with his dagger, and laid hee would 
fiveare truetli out of England, but lie would make youbeleeuc 
it was done in-fight, and perfwaded vs to doc the like. 

Car. Y ea,and to tickle our nofes with fpeare-grafle, to make 
them bleed, and then tobeflubberour garments with it, and 
fwcare it was the bloudof true men. I did that Idid not this fc- 
nenyeerc before, I blufiittohearc hismonftrousdcuiccs, 

P»», O villaine^thou ftoleft a cup of Sacke eighteene yeers 
ago, and vvert taken with the maner , andcucr fince thou, halt 
bluilit extempore , thou liadll fire and fword on tliy fide,and yet 
thou ranft away : what infl in£f liadft thou for it? 

Ear. My Lord,do youdeethele meteors? do you behold elide 
exhalations? "Prince. I doe* 

Bar. What-thinke you they portend? 

Prin, Hotliucrs, and cold purfes. 

Bar. Ciioler, my Lord.if rightly taken. 

Enter Fal ft alffc. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken, halter.; Here comes Icanclacke> 
here comes bare bone : how now my fweete creature of bum- 
baft,how longis’t ago,Iacke,fince thou faw’lt thine owne knee? 

Fal.My owne knee?when I'was about thy yeexx's (Hal)Iwas 
not an Eagles talent in the waiter L could haue crept into any 
Aldermans- thumbe riug.-a plague of figliing & griefe,it blowes 
a man vp like a bladder. T her’s villainous newes abroad, here 
was lir lohn Bracy from your father ryou muft to die Courtin 
the morning.. T hat lame mad fellowiof the North, P ercy,and 
he of Wales, that gaue A mainon die baftinado, and made Lu- 
cifer cuckold , and fwore die diuell his true liegeman vpon the 
crofle of a Welfli hooke : what aplaguc call you liim? 

Paines. O, Glendower. # 

Fal. Owen, Owen, the lame , and his fonnein law Morti- 
mer , and old Northumberland , and that fprightly Scot of 
Sccttes, Dowglas, diatrunnes ahorfc-bickcvpa liillpcrpen- 
dicnlar. 

Trio. He that rides at high fpeede, and with his piftol killes a 
iparrow flying. 
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Fal.You haue hit it. 

Prin. So did he ncucr thcCparrow, ' . ... 

Val. Well, that rafcall hath good mcttallin him, hcevyill Hot 

fU p rin. Why, what a rafcall artthou then , topraifehimfofor 
fU Pal. A horftbacke(yccuckow)bur afootchc will not budge 

*.foQte. 

Trin, Yeslacke, vpon inftinfh . , 

Ealft - 1 grant ye, vponinftinit : wclljhcis there too, and one 
Mordackc, and a dioufand.blew.caps more. Worcefter is ftolne 
away to night, tliy fathers.bcardis turnd white with the newes, 
you may buy land now as chcape,as ftinking Macki cl. 

Prin. Why then, it is like,if therexomeahotte Iurne, and 
this ciuill buffeting hold,W-C fhall buy maidenheads,as tliey buy 
hob-nailes, by the hundreds* 

Palft. By the made, lad, thou faift tme,rt is hke we M haue 
good trading that way.: but, tell me, Hal , art not thou horrible 
af ear df thou being heire apparant , couldthe world pickc thee 
cut three fitch enemies agame , as that fiend .Dowglas, that lpi- 
rit Percy, & that dmell Glcndowcr’art diou not hornbly afraid* 
doth not thy blond thril at it? 

, Trin. Not a whit ifaitli, I lacke fomc of thy inftinfir. 

FalSl. Well, thouwilt.be horribly chiddc to morrow when 
thoucommeft to thy.father, if thouloue mee 1 prafhfc anan- 
fvvere. 

Prince. Dothou ftand for my father, and examine me vpon 
die particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I ? content. Thischaire fhallbe my ftatc,tliis dag- 
ger my feepter, and this cufhion my crownc. 

Prin. Thy ftate is taken for a ioynd ftoole, thy gold en feepter 
far a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crownc, for a pitiful 
baldcrownc. 

Fal. Well , a ndthe fire of grace bee not quite out or thee, 
now ilialt thouibe mooued. Giuc mec a cup of Sa-ckc to make 
my eyes looke redde , that it may bee thought 1 haue wept, 
for I muft fpeakc in pafsion, and I will doc it , in king Cambilcs 
vaine. 

E a 



‘Prince, 
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TWwf.WclI, here is my leg. 

Fal, And here is my fpeecfyftand afide,Nobilitie. 

Ho, O I'efu ,'this is excellent fport, Ifaith. 

ZXWcepe not/weet Queene,fortrickIingteares are vain; 

Ho. O the father, how lie holds his countenance? 

Yal. For Godslake,Lords, conuaymy truftfull Qucene, 

For teares doeftop the floua-gates of ‘her eyes. 

Ho, O lefu, he doth it, as like one of thefe harlotrie plaiers, 
■as euer I fee. 

Yal. P eace, good pint-pot, peace, good tickle-braine. 

Harry, I doe not onely maruaile , where thou Ipendeft thy 
time:butaIlb,how thou art accompanied. For, though the cam* 
momill,the more it is troden on, tlic falter it growes : fo youth, 
the more it is wafted, the fooner it weares : that thou art my fon, 
I liaue partly thy mothers word, partly my owne opinion , but 
chief]y,a villanous tricke of thine eye, and a foolifti hanging of 
thy neather hp,that doth Warrant me. If then thou be forme to 
nie, here lies thepoint: why, beeingfonne to mee artthoufo 
pointed at? (hall the bleffed fonne of heauen proouc amicher, 
and eatblacke-berries? a queftion not to be asfct, Shall the fon, 
of England, proue a theefe, and take purfes ? a queftion to be 
askt, There is a thing, Harry, which thou haft often heard of, 
andit is known to many iri our land,by the name of pitch'. This 
pitch, (as ancient writers do report) doth defile :lo doth the co- 
panic thou keepeft:for Harry, now I doe not fpeake to thee in 
clrinke,butinteare$jnotin pleafure,butinpafsio j notin words 
onely, but in woes alforaftd yetthere is a vertuous man, vvliom 
I haue often noted in thy company, but I know not his name. 

Pm. W hat maner of man,and it like your Maieftie? 

YaLA goodly portly man ifaith,and a corpulent,of a cheere-* 
full looke, a pleafing eie. & a moft noble carriage, & as I think, 
liis age fome fiftie, or birlady, inclining to tJiteelcorc,aud now 
I remember mee, his name is Yafjlaljfe: if that man fhouldbee 
lewdly giueh, lice decciueth me. For Harry, I fee venue in his 
lookes : if then the tree may bee knowne by the fruit , as the 
fruit by the tree,then,peremptorily I fpeake it,there is vertue in 
that F altt/ilffe, him keepe with, the reft banilhi&tel me now, 
thou naughtie varlet, tell me, where haft thou bin , this month? 
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frhi.T) oft thou fpeake like a king? do thou ftand for me, and 

He play my father. . 

Fal, Depofe me, if thou doftithalfelo grauely,fo maieftical- 
Iy both in word and matter ,hang me vp by the heeles for a rab- 
bet fucker, or a poulters Hare, 

Pm, Well, here I amfet, 

F alf, Andherelftand,iudge,mymaftcrs. 

Trin, Novv,Harry, whence come you ? 

Fa If. My noble Lord, from Ealkheape. 

Vrtnce, The complaints I heareofthee,aregrieuous. 

■ Falf. Zblood, my Lord, they are falfe: nay,ile tickle ye for a 
yong prince Ifaith. 

Trtn. Sweareft thou,vngraciousboy? henceforth ncVe looke 
on me, thou art violently carried away from gracc,there is a de- 
rail haunts thee,in the likeneife of an olde fat man,a tun of man 
is thy companion: why doeft thou conuerfe with that trunke of 
humours,that boultinghutcli of beaftlinefte,that Iwolne parccll 
of dropftes, that huge bombard ofiacke, that ftuftdoakebag of 
guts, that rolled Manningtree Oxe with the pudding in his bel- 
ly, that reuerent vice, that gray iniquitie,that father ruffian,tliat 
vanitiein yeeres?wlierein is he good, but to tallc facke Sc drinkc 
it?whercin neat Sc cleanly s but to carue a capon 5c eat ^where- 
in cunning, but in craft? wherein craftie, but in villain cf where- 
in villanous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing ? 

Falf I would your grace would take mee with you, whome 
meanes your grace? 

"Prince. That villanous abominable milleader of youth : Fal- 
ffalffe,that olde white bearded Sathan, 

Falf, My Lord, die man I know, 

Prm, 1 know, thou doeft, 

Falf. But to fay-,1 know more harme in him then in my felf, 
were to fay morethen I know : that he is old, the more the pitl 
tic,his white haires doe witnefte it, but that he is fauing yourre- 
uercnce,awlioremafter,thatIvtterly deny : if facke and fugar 
be a fault,God helpe the wicked jif to be old and tnery be a fin, 
the many an old hoft that Iknow is damn’ddfto be fat, be to be 
rated, the Pharaos leane kine are to be loued,No,my good lord 
baniih Pcto,baniih Bardol,baniih Poines,but for iweet lacke 

Y 3 Falftalffe, 





tn?e jf-JiJioric 

Falftalffe, kindelacke FalftalfFe,true lackc Falffalffe, valiant 
Iacke Falftalffe, and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde 
Jacke Falftalffe, banifli not him thy Harries companie , banifh 
not himthy Harries companie, banifh plumpe lackc, and ba- 
nifh all die world. 

P rin, /,do,I will* Enter'Bardoll rutwing. 

Bar. 0 ,my Lord, my Lord, the Shcrife, with a moftmon- 
ftrous watch, is at the doorc. 

Fa/. Out you roguc,play outtheplay.:lhaucmuchtofayin 
tlic bchalfe of that Falllalffe. 

Enter the HoJ}efs,e. 

Hefl. O Iefu,my Lord, my Lord ! 

Prince, Heigh, heigh, the diuel rides vpona fiddle fticke,’ 
vrhat’s the matter ? 

He si. The Sherifc and al the watch are at the doorc,they are 
cometo fearchthc houfe,fhall /letthcirun ? 

Fal. Do eft tliou heare,Hap ncuer call a true piece of goidc a 
counterfee, thou art eflcntially made without feeming fo. 

Trmct . Andthou,a naturall coward without inftinfL 

Fal, I deny your Maior,ifyou\vil deny the Sherifc fo, if not, 
let him cntcr.If/becomcnota Cart aswcllas another man, a 
plague on my bringingvp: ihopc/fhall asfoonebeftrangled 
witJi a halter as another. 

Prin. Go, hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft walkevpa- 
bouemow my mafters^bra true face, and good conference, 

Fal. Botli whicn l haue had, but their date is out, and there- 
fore ilc hide me. 

Prin, Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherifc andthe Carrier , 

Pr/«. Now, mailer Sherife,what is your will vvithme ? 

She, Firft, pardon me, my Lord* A hue and cry hath followed 
certaine men.vhtothis houfe. 

Prin, What men? „ 

She,Qnc of them is well know cn, my gracious Lord,a gr$ye 
fit man. 

Car. As fat, as butter* 

Prin, The man, I do allure you is not Iicre, 

For I my felfe at this time haue nnploid hisn : 
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And Sherifc,/ will ingage my word to thee. 

That /will by to morrow dinner time, 

S end him to anfwcre thee or any man. 

For anything he fhall be charg’dwithall. 

And fo let me intreat you leaue the houfe* 

She, I will, my Lord; there are two gentlemen 
Haue, in this robbery, loll 300. markes. 

Prin. It may be lb: if he haue rob’d tlicfe men. 

He fhall be anfwerable:and fo farewell. 

She. God night^ny noble Lord. 

Pr/». I thinke it is god mcrro\v,i s it net ? 

She . Indeed,my L ord,I thinke it be twoacloeke. Exit, 

"Prin. Thisoyhe rifeal isknowne as well as. Poules: goc call 
him forth, 

?#r<7,Falftalffc: faft afleepe bchinde the Aeras, and fnorting 
like a horfe. 

iV7*Harkc,how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets* 
He feareheth hisfockjtt ,and findeth certaine layers. 



Prin. What haft tliou found J 
Pet. Nothing but papers, my Lord* 

Prin, Let’s lee what they be : read them*. 

Item,* capon* a.j*ii.d. 

Item,fawce. iiii.d* 

Itcm.facke, two gallons.. v*s.vui.d. 

Itcm,anchaue s and facke after fupper* 3 .s,vi.d. 

Item, bread* c b. 



O moftrous ! but one halfcpeniworth of bread to this intole- 
rable deale offack? whatthere isclfckeep cIofe,wcc*Jcrcsd it at 
more aduantageitherc let him flecpe till day ;ilc to the court in 
the morning. We mull all to the warres,. and thy place fhall be 
honorable. Ileprocure this fat roguea charge of foote, and I 
know his death wil beamarch,oftwelue fcore,the money fhall 
be paid backcagaine with adtiautagcj bee with me betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Peto* 

Pete, Good morrow,good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ent erHotfpur i lE'orceJler y Lord Notimer , 

OttVH Cjlendo'Xcr. 

C?\tor . Thefe promifes are faire,the parties lure, 

And 







The IT f oriel 

And our jnduffionfull of prorperous hope. 

Hot .Lord Mortimer, and cooien Glendower wilyou fit down* 
andVncle Worcefter; a plague vpon it, / haue forgot the map. 

(jlendow* No, here ids; fit Coofen Percie, fit good Cooien 
Hotlpur,for by that name, as oft as Lancafter doth lpeak of you, 
his cheeke lookes pale, and with a rifing fight lie wahetli you in 
hcauen. • 

Hot* And you in hell , as oft as he heares Owen Glendower 
fpoke of. 

Glen, I cannot blame him ; at my natiuitie 
The front of heauen was full offierie lhapes 
Of burning creffets, and at my birth 
The frame and foundation of the earth ' 

Shaked like a coward. 

Hot. Why ,fo it would hauc done at the fame feafon , if y our 
mothers cat had but kittened, though your felfe had neuer bene 
borne. ' ' ’ • • -y • 

Glen * I fay, the earth did fiiake when /was borne. 

Hot * And I fay,the earth was not of my minde. 

If you fuppofe,as fearing you,it fhooke. 

Glen. The heauens were all on fire,the earth did tremble, 
Hot. Oh, then the earth fhooke to fee the heauens on fife. 
And not in feare ofyour natiuitie, 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth ’ 

In llrange eruptions, oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of collicke pincht and vex’t. 

By the impriloning of vnruly winde 

Within her wombe, which forinlargement ftriuing. 

Shakes the old B eldame carth,and topples downe 
Steeples and moflegrowen towers. At your birth 
Our Grandam eartli, hauing tins diftempraturc 
In pafsion fhooke. 

Glen. Coofen, of many men 
J do not bcare thefe crofsmgs: giue me Ieaue 
T o tell you once againc, that at my birth 
Thefront ofheauen was full offierie fhapes, 

Tlie goat es tan from the mountaines,and the heards 
Were ltrangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
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Thefe fi<mcs haue markt me extraordinary, 

And all the courfes of my life doe 
I am not inthcroule of common men: 

Where is hejiumg, dipt in with the lea, 

That chides the bancks of England, Scotland,.-W ales s 
Which cals mepupill, or hath read to me? 

‘And bring him out, that is but womans Tonne, 

Can traceme inthetedious waies of Arte, 

And hold me pacc,indcepe experiments, _ 

Hot. 1 thinke, there’s no man jpeaks better Welfh: 

He to dinner. , 

Mor* Peace, coofen Percy, you will make him mad. 

Glen. I can call fpirits from the vafty deepe. 

Hot. Why, fo can I, or fo can any man: 

But will they come, when you doe callforthem? 

Glen* Why, I can teach you coofen, to command the deuiU. 
Hot . And I can teach thee,coofc,to lhame the deuil, 

By telling trueth. Tell tructh and lhame thedeuill: 

If thou haue power to ray fe him, bring him hither, 

Andilebe fworne, I haue power to lhame him hence: 

Oh whde you liue, tell trueth and fhamethe deuill. 

Mor. Come, come,nomoreof this vnprofitable char. 
C/fB.Threetimes hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againft my power, thr ice from tlie bancks of Wye, 

And Tandy bottomd Seuerne haue 1 fent him 
Booties home, and w'cather-bcaten backe. - ■ 1 

Hot. Home without bootes,and mfoule weather too? 

How fcapes he agues, in the deuils name? 

C/e».Come,here is the map,fhal we deuide our right, - •' . r 
According to our threefold order tane? ■ 

/Wor.The A rch-dcaccn hath deluded it v 

Into three limits, very equally ; 

England from Trent, and Seuerne hitherto, 

By S outh and Eall, is to my part afsignd: 

All Wcftward, Wales beyond the Seuerne fihore. 

And all the fertile land within that bound. 

To Owen Glendower : and deare coofe,to you, 

T he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent, 



And 



The Tlijloric 

And oar indentures tripartite are drawnc, . j 

Which being lealed enter thangeably, 

( A b ufinefle that this night may execute:) .. i 

To morro'.VjCoolcn Percy, youandl, 

A nd my good Lord of W orcelfcr, will fet forth. 

To meet your father, and the S cottilh power. 

As is appointed vs,, at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendoiyer is not ready yef. 

Nor fiiall we need his heipethefe fourteene dales: 

Within that fpacc , you may haue drawn together 
Your tenants, friends,& neighbouring gentlemen* 

Glen. Aihorter time lhall fend me to you, Lords, 

, And in my conduit lhall your Ladies come. 

From whom you now mutt ftealc, & take no leaue. 

For there will be a world of water filed, 

Vpen. the parting of your wiues and you* 

Hot, Me chinks,my moity North h o Burton here. 

In quantitie. equals not one of yours: 

See, how this riucr comes me cranking in, 

A nd cuts me from the belt of all my land, 

A hugehalfe moone, a monftrous fcantie out: 

He haue the currant in this place damnd vp. 

And here the fmug and filuer Trent lhall run 
In a new channell , fairc and euenly. 

It lhall not wind, with fuch a dc.epe indent,. 

To rob me of fo rich a bottome here. 

C/e », Not wind; it lhall, it mult, you fee it doth. 

Trior, Yea, butmarke,howhe beares hiscourfe.andruasme 
vp,w’ith like aduantage oivthc other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much, as on die other fide, it takes from you.. 

W'or. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here, 

And' on this Northfide, win this cape of land, 

And then herunsftraight, and euen. 

Hot, lie haue it fo, a little charge will doe it* 

Glen. He not haue it altred. 

Hot, Will not you? 

Glen, No , nor yo u lhall not. 

Hot , W ho (hall fay me nay? 
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can fpeake Englifl., Lori, aswdUsyou, 
For I was tramd vpinthe Englifh Court, 

Where, beingburt: yong, 1 framed to the harpe 
Many an Engliihditty, iouely well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament: 

A vertuc, that was neuer fecne m you. 

Hou Many,andlam glad of it, with all my heart, 
I had rather be akitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers: 

1 had rather hearc a brafen caniucke turnd. 

Ora drie wheele grate on the axle-tree, 

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge. 




nag. 



C/f». Come, you lhall haue Trent turnd. 

Hot. I do not care, lie glue thrice fo much land, - 

T o any well deferuing friend: 

Butin the way of bargaine, markc ye me: 
lie cauilloxithc ninth part of a hau e. 

Arc the Indentures drawne? lhall we begone? 

Glen. The Moone fhmes faire, you may away by night: 
lie hafte the writer, and wit hall, 

Breake with your wiues, of your departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much fhe doteth on her Mortimer. 

Trior. Fic,coofen Percy, how you erode my father . 

Hot , I cannot chufc, fom crime he angers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies : 

And, of a Dragon and afmlcflefilh, 

A clip-wingd Griffin and a moulten rauen, 

A couching Ly on , and a r ampin g Cat, 

And fuch a aeaie'Of skimblc skamole ftuflCf 
As puts me from my faith. I tclx you what. 

He held me laft night, at Icaft, nine homes, 

Xb rcckouififi thefeuerall diuels names 
& * f 2 
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That were his lackies: I cried hum, and well, go to, 

B at markt him not a word, O , he is as tedious 3 * 

As a tyred hotic, a railing wife, 

Worle then a f’rnoky houfe. I had rather liue 
W ith cheefe and garlike in a Windmill far, 

Thcnfecdeon cates, and haue him ralketome. 

In any fummer-houfe in Chriftendome. 

Mor. In faith lie is a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceedingly well read and profited 
In ftraiige concealments, valiant as a lion, 

A nd wondrous affable; and as bountifull 
As mines of India: fliallIteU you,coofcn t 
He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs himfelfc, euen of his naturall fcope, 

When you come erode Ins humor, faith he does: 

I warm nt you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo hauc tempted him, as you haue done, 
Withoutthecafte of danger and reproofe: 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me mtreat you. 

W»r, In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame. 

And fince your comming hither hauc done enough 
T o put him quite befide his patience : 

You mull needs learne, Lord, to amend this fault, 

Though fometimes it fliew greatnede, courage, bioud. 

And that’s die deareft grace it renders you. 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfli rage, 

Defeft of rnaners, want of gouernment. 

Pride, hautinede, opinion, and difilaine. 

The lealt of which, banting a noble man, 

Lol'eth mens hearts, and leaues behind a ftainc 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot, VV ell, I am fehoold, good mailers be yotit fpeed,. 
Here come our wiues, and let vs take our leaue. 

Enter Gtetidofrer 'frith the Ladles, 

Mor. This is the deadly fpightthat angers me. 

My wife can Ipeake no Englifh, I no Weldi. 

Git My daughter weepesj dice’lc notpart with you, 

Shce’le 



of l~lenry the fourth , 

him in the fame, 

A peTuifhS that no P erfwafl0n Wn4 ° ? 

good vpon. The Ladie [peak's in Welsh. 

•Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,thatprettie Wclin, .1 

Winch diou powreft downc from theft fweUing heauens, 

I am too perfeft in, and but for ihanie 
In Cuch a parley lhould 1 anfwerc thee. 

The Lady againe in Welsh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy kides,and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation: 

But/will neuer be atruantloue. 

Till 1 haue learn’d thy language,for thy tongue 
Makes Wellli as fweet as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a f ummers bowre, , 

With rauillung diuifion to her Lute. 

Clett, Nay,if you melt,thcn will die runne mad. 

The Lady [peak's again e inWt elsh. 

Mor. O, /am ignorance it lelfe in this. „ 

Clen. She bids you on the wanton rutfies lay you downe, 

A nd reft your gentle head vpon her lap. 

And die will ling the fong thatpleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crovvne the ood of fleepe. 

Charming your blood with pleafing heauinede. 

Making luch difference twixt wake and fleece, 

A s is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harneit teeme 

Begins lus golden progreftem the Had. __ ! 

Mor. With all my heait, lie fit and heare her fing, 

JBy that time will our booke I thuike be drawne. 

Glen. Do fo,andthofe mufi cions that fhall play to you. 
Hang in the airc athoufand leagues from hence, 

Ami ftraightthey fhall be here, fit and attend. ^ 
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’T'hcJlijlortc 

Hot, Come , Kate, thou art perfett in lying downe: 
Come,quickyqiuck,that I may lay ir.y head in thy lap! 

La, G o,yc giddy goofe. 

The muficke player. 

#<*,Now,Tpercciuethe diuel vnderftands Welfh, 

And t’is no maruaile he is Co humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mulicion. 

La. Then fliould you be nothing but muficall. 

For you arc altogether gouerned by humours: 

Lie ftill,ye thicfc,and heare the lady fingin Wclfli. 

Hot , I had rather heare,Iady,my brache howle in Irijfih, 

La. W ould’it thou hauc thy head broken?. 

' Hot. No. 

La, Then be fiil!* 

Hot. Neither, t’is a womans fault,’ 

La, Now God' helpe thee. 

Hot. To the W elih Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot. Peacc,fhe lings. 

Here the Lady pngs a W'elsh fong, 

Hot. Comc,Kate,ile haue your fong too. 

La, Not mine in good footli. 

Hot .Not yours in good looth? Hart, you fwcare like a comfit- 
makers wife, not youin good footlqand as trueas I hue, and as 
God lhall mend me, and as lure as day : 

And giuelt fuch farcenetfuretie for thy oathes. 

As if thou neuer walk’d: further then Finsbunc, 

Sweare me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouthfiihng oath, and leaue in looth, 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger bread 
To v duet garths, and Sunday Citizens. 

Come,fing, 

La, I will, not ling. 

Hef.T’is the next way to ttirne taylcr,or be redbreft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawne.ile away within thefe two hourcs, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you arc as flow, 

As Hut .Lord Percy, is on fire to goe : 

•t.- By 
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By this ourbooke is drawn c,weel’e butfeale, 

t — 

Enter the Km^rince of lFales,a»d others. 

King, Lords, giue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales and I, 
Muft haue fome priuat conference, but beneere « hand. 
For we lhall prefently haue neede ofyou. Exeunt Lords 
J knowe not whether God will haue it fo. 

For fome difpleafing feruice I haue d one. 

That in his iecret doomc,out of my blood, 

Hee’le breed rcuengetnent and a fcourge for me : 

But thou doeft m the paflages of life, . 

Make me beleeue that thou art onely mar<s t, 

For the hot vengeance andtherod ofheauen. 

To punifli mv miftreadings. Tell me clfc. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch meane attempts. 
Such barren pleafiires,rud e focietic , 

As thou art match Withal, and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatnefle of thy bipod. 

And hold cheir leuell with thy princely heart? 

Erin. So pleafe your Maieitic, I would I coulo 
Quit all offences witlvas cleare excufe, 

A^vvell as I am doubtlefle I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall : 

Yetfueh extenuation let me beg. 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnes needes muft heare, 

B y fmiling pickthanks and bafe nevves mongers, 

3 may for fome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faltie wandered,and irregular. 

Find pardon, on my truefubmifsion. 

K/p.God pardon thee, yet let me wonder,Hany» 

At thy affcdtions.wbich do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy aunceftors. 

Thy place in eounfellthou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger brother is fiipplide. 

And art almoll an alien to die hearts 
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Of all the Court and princes of my blood,, 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d, and theioule of euery man 
Prophetically doe forethinke thy fall : 

Had l fo lauil h of my prefence beene. 

So common hatkncid m.the eyes ofmen. 

So ftale and chcape to vulgar companie. 

Opinion that did iielpe me to the crowne. 

Had itill k ept loy all to poflefsion. 

And left me in reputdeffe banifhment, 

A fellow of no marke norlikelihoode. 

By being feldome feene, / could not ftirre. 

But like a Comet, / was wondred at, 

T hat men w ould tell their children, T his is he : 
Others would fay,Where, which is'BulIingbrooki 
And then I ilolc all courtefie from heauen. 

And dreft my felfe in fuchhumilitie, 

That I did plucke allegeancc from mens hearts. 
Loud fliouts, and falutations from tlieir mouths, 
Euen mpreience ofthe crowned King. 

Thus did Tkecpe my perfon frelh and new. 

My prefence like ar’obepontificall, 

Ne’re feene, but wondred at, and fo my ftate 
Seldome,but fumptuous, (hewed like a feaff. 

And wan by rarenefle iuch folemnitie. 

The skipping King, he ambled vp and downe, 
With fliallow tellers, and rafli bauin wits, 

Soonc kindled, and foone burnt,cardcd his ftate. 
Mingled his royaluc with carping iboles, 

Had his great name prophaned with their fcornes. 
And gaue his countenance againft his name 
To laugh at gibing boy es,and lland the pulh 
Of euery beardlefle vaine comparatiue, 

G rew a companion to the common ftreetes, 

hnfeoft himfclfc to populantie. 

That being dayly {'wallowed by mens eyes, _ 
Tliey furfetced with liony, and began to loath 
>5'lie tafte of fweetenefle, whereof a hftle 



Tttiry the fourth. 

More then a little, is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be leene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in Iune, 

Heard, notregarded: feene, but with iuch eyes 
As ficke and blunted with communitie, 

Affoord no extraord inary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fun-like jVlaieLhe, 

When it ftiines feldome in admiring eyes, 

B ut rather drowzd, and hung their eye-Uds down. 
Slept in his face, and rendred iuch afpe£fc 
As cloudy men vfe to their aduer fanes, - • 

Being with his prefence glutted,gorgde, and tuU 0 
And in that very line, Harry, ftandelt thou. 

For, thou haft loft thy princely priuiledge, 

With vile participation. Not an eye, 

But is aweary of thy common fight, , 

Saue mine* which hath delired to fee thee more^ 
Which now doth that I would not haue it doe. 
Make blind it felfe with tooliih tendernefle. 

Pim, I jfhall hereafter , my thrice gracious Lord, 
Bemoremy felfe. King. For all the world, 

As thou art to this hourc, was Richard then. 
When I fromFrance fet foot at Rauenfpurgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now: 

Now, by my icepter,and my fouleto boote. 

He hath more worthie intereft to the ftate. 

Then thou, .the lhadow of luccefsion. 

Fo r of no right, nor colour Ukc to right, 

He doth fill fields with harnefle in the R ealme, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed lawes. 

And being no more in debt to y eeres,then thou. 
Leads ancient Lords, andreuerend Bifhops on 
To bloudie battailcs,and to bruifmg armies* 

What neuer dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renowmed Dowglas? Whole high deeds, 
Whofe hot incurfions, and great name in armes. 
Holds from all fouldiours, chiefe roaioritie. 

And militaric title capitall 
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Through all the kingdoms diat acknowledge Chtifr* 

Thrice Jiatli diis Hotlpur Mars in fwathliiig clotlies 
Tins infant warrier, in Jus cnttfrpril'es, 

Difeomfitcd great Douglas, ta’nchim once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

T o fill the mouch of deepc defiance vp, 

And fhakc the peace and Jafetie of our throne, 

And what fay you tothis? Percy, Northumberland, 

The Archbiihops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer 
Capitulate.againfr vs, and arc vp. * 

But, wherefore doeltcllthele newes to thee? 
Why,Harry,doeI tell thee of my foes, 

Winch art my necreft and dearett enemy i 
Thou that art like enough, through vaffallfeare, 

Bafc inclmauon, and the liar t of lpleeuc, 

To fight againft me, vnder Percies pay. 

To dog His heeles, and curtfie at his frowncs, 

,To fhcvv, how much thou ait degenerate. 

Vrin, Donottlunkefo,youfhallnotfinditl(>, 

And God torgiue them, that Jo much Jvaue fwayd 
Your Maieftiesgood thoughts away from me* 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, x 

And , in the clofing of fome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you that 1 am your fonne, 

When I will weare a garment all of bloud, 

And frame myfauors in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, fhallfcoure my fhame wichit. 

And that fhall be tlie day, When c’rc itlights, 

TJiat this lame child of honour and.renovvne, 

TJiis gallant Hotlpur, this all praifed knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry, chance to meet. 

For cuery honor, fitting on his Jielme, 

Would they were multitudes, andon my head 
My lhames redoubled. For the time will come 
T hat I fiiall make this Northren youth exchange “ 

His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor, good my Lord, 

To engroJfe vp glorious deeds on my behalfe* 
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A iid I will call him to fo ftrift account. 

That he fhall render cuery glory vp , . 

Yea, euen the lleighteft worihipof his time. 

Or 1 will tear e the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, 1 promife here. 

The which, if he be pleafd,l lhalipcrforme: 

1 doe befcech your M aiefty may faiue 
The long grovvne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels allbands, 

And! will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Fre breake die fmallcft parcel of this vow. 

Ktfrjr. A hundred thoufand rebels die m this. 

Thou ihalt haue charge, & foueraignetruft herein. 

How now °;ood Blunt > thy lookes are full of fpeeU. 

Enter Blunt. 

Blunt. So hath the bufines, that Icomc to fpeakcof. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word. 

That Douglas and theEnghlh Rebels met, 

The eleuendiof this moneth, at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fear efull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on cuery hand,) 

As eueroffred fouleplay rn aftatc. ^ 

The Earle of Weftmerland let forth today, 

With him my fonne. Lord Iohn of Lancafrer, 

For this aduerafementis flue day es old. 

On Wednefday next, Harry , you (hallfct forward, 
Onthurfday,we our felues wil march;Qur meeting 
Is Bridgenort’n, and El arry,y ou fiiall march 
Through Glocett erfhire, by which account, 

Ourbulines valued fome twelue dales hence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgenorth fhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let’s away, 

Aduantagc feeds him fit, while men demy. t-xcum. 

Enter Falttaljfe andBardol. 

Pal, Bardol, am I not falne away vilely fmee this laft av ion. 
do I not bate? doe 1 not dwindle* Why, my skmhangs about 
me, like an old Ladies loofc gowne. l ani withered l kcali o d 
apple Iohn. Well, ilc repent, and that fuddcnly, wiule l 
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fomc liking, I (halite out of heart fhortly, and then I -ihalihaue. 
no ftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotten whacthe in, 
hide of a Church is made of, I am a pepper corne , a brewers 
horle, theinfide of a Church. Company, villainous company 
Iiathbecne the lpoileof me. 

Bar. Sir Iohn, youare fo fretful!, you can not liuclono-. 

F * 1 . Why, there is it, come, fing me a bawdie fong f make 
mce merry, 1 was as vertuoufly giuen , as a gentleman need to 
be, vertuous enough, fwore little, dic’t not aboue leuen times a 
weeke, went to a bawdy lioufe , not aboue once in a quarter of 
an houre,paid money that 1 borrowed three or fourc times , li- 
ned well, and in good conipafle, and nowlliueoutof all order, 
out of allcompafle. 

Bar. Why,youare lb fat, fir Tohn, that you mufl ncedsbee 
outof all compafleiout of allrcafonablecompalle, firlohn. 

Fa/. Do thou amend thy face, and lie amend my life:thou art 
our Admiral, thou beared: the lanternc in the poope, but t’is in 
thenofeof tlieeithouart the knight of the burning lampc. 
Bar, W hy, fir Iohn, my face does you no harme, 

Fal. No, ue bee lworne, I make as good vfc of it , as many a 
man doth of a deaths head, or a memento mori. 1 neuei' fee thy 
face,but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Diuesthatliuedm Purple: 
for there hee is in his robes burning, burning. If thou vv ere a ay 
way giue to vertue, I would fweare by thy facermy othe fhould 
bee, By this fire that Gods Angell, But thou ait altogethergi- 
uenouer : and weit indeede, butfor the light in thy face, the 
fonne of vtter darkenefle. When thou ranft vp Gads lull in 
the night, to catch my horfe, if I did not thinke , thou hadft bin 
an ignis fatuus t or a ball of wild-fire, there’s no purchafe in mo* 
ney, 0,thou art a perpctuall triumph, an euerlaftmgbon-fire 
light, thou haftfaued me, athoufand Marks in Links, and Tor- 
I ches, walking with thee in the night, bet wixt Tauerne and Ta- 
uerne :but theiacke, that thou haft drunke mec, would haue 
bought mee lights as good cheape , at the dearell Chandlers in 
Europe, 1 haue maintained that Sallamander of yours, with 
fire, anytime this two and thirtiey ceres, God reward me for it. 
Bar. Zbloud, I would my face were in your belly, 
leal. Godamercy, fo lhould I be lure to be heart-burnt. 

How 
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How now .lame Parclct die hen, haue you cnquit’l tnwb#., 

IoW Joeyoo 

thinke /keepe thecues in my houle? /haue Icarch t, /haue e 
quircd,foha P s my husband,manbyman,boy by boy,feruant by 
feruanrthe tight ofahairey.vas neuer loftin my lioufe before. 
Fa/f " Ye he, Hotleile, Bardoll wasfhaud and loft many a, 

haire: and lie be fworne,my pocket was pick t: go to, you are a 

"°H<>f,Who,/iNo,f defie thee: Gods light,/ was ncuci* cal d fo 

jn mine ownehoufe before. . 

Fair. Go to. I know you well moughi ^ . 1 , 

Hof- No , fir Iohn ,y ou do not.know me, fir Iohn: /know you 
firlohmyou owe me money,fir Iohn, and now you picke a quar- 
reUto beguile me of it: /bought you adouzen of Hurts to your 
hacke* 

Fa/f. Doulas,filthy doulas. /hauegiuen them away. to Ba- 
kers wiucs, they haue made boulters ofthem, 

Hof Now as /am a true woman, holland of viii.s, an ell: yoa 
owe money here befides, fir Iohn, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings,and money lent you xxiiii, pound. 

Falf. Hchad his part of it, let him pay. 

He/. HeJ alas,hc is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How?poorc-looke vpon lus face.What call you rich? let 
them coyne his noft, let them coyne his chcekcs, ile not pay a 
denyer : what,wdl you make a yonker of mec ? lhall / not take 
mineeafein mine lnne,but/ lhall haue my pocket pickt? /haue 
loft a feale ring of my grandfathers .worth f ortie marke, 

H of O Ieful /haue" heard the Prince tell him, 1 know not 
how oft, that that ring was copper, 

fW^How? the prince is a lacke, afneakeup: Zblood and he 
Were here,/ would cudgell him like a dog,if he would fay fo. 
Enter the prince marchingyandFalftaljfe meetes hint 
playing vpon his truncbion./tke a ftfe. 

Falf. How now, lad? is the winde m that do ore if ait h? muft 
we all march? 

Bar, Y ea, two, and two,Newgate faftiion. 
fief My Lord, /pray youheareme, 

G 3. 
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:\Vrm. What faift thou, miftris quickly? how docth thy hus- 
band? /louclum well,he is an honeft man. ■ 

HofiXioodsny Lord,heareme, 

Fdf Prcrhee let her alone, and Jilt co me. 

\ Prin. What faift thou, Iacke? 

FutffrTlie ether malic,/ fell aflcepc here* behind the Arras ' 
and hadfoyp<*kctpickt.chis houfe is turn’d baudy taiifetfaty 
picke pockets. '■ 

Pre». What didft thou Iofe,Iackc? 

Vkl. Wifcchou belceue me,Hal? three br foure bonds offer- 
ee pound a piecc,and a feale ring of my grandfathers. ■ . : 

Trin. A trifle, iome eight ptnie matter. -■ ' ; ? \ 

Heft .. So / told him, my Lord,and /(aid, /heard your grace fay 
fo:5t my lord, he Ip cakes mod vilely of you, like a fouie mouth’d 
manias he is,and laid lie would cudgel you, 

Prin, What he did not ? 

Id«//«There’s neither faith, t&ith, nor vvomanhoodin me elfe. 
Palf. There’s no more faith iiithce, thenaftued prune, nor 
no more traetli in thee, then in a drawenfoxe,and for Woman- 
hood, maid raario may be the deputies wife ofthe ward to thee. 
Go, you thing,go, •; , / 

Heft, Say,what thing, what thing > 

Talf.W hat thing? why® thing co tbanke God on, 
fief, /am Hothing to thanke God on, / would chou (hould’ft 
know it, I am an honell mans: wife, and fctti#ig thy knighthood, 
slide, thou art a knaue to call me fo, 

ji . fat. Setting thy womanhood afide,t:hoa art a bcaft to fay cm 
thcrwlfr, . " • ! : ' ( ■: -.1;. . 

H of, Say,\vhatbeaft,thou knaue thou ? 

Falf. What bealt? why, an Otter. 

Prince, An Otter, fi r John? why an Otter ? 

Falf. Why? jjie.es neither filh nor flefli, a man knowes not 
where to Jiaue h er . \ 

Hef, T liou ait an vniud man, in faying fo,thou or any man 
knowes where to haue me,thou knauexhou, 

Trin, Thou lay ft true,HoftdTe , and hcc (launders thee moft 
groffely, . . , . ■■■ 

H*/, So he doetli you,my Lonhand fay d this other day, You 

ought 
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ought him a thoufand pound. 

frit}, Sirra,do I owe you a thonfand pound . 

Falf, A thousand pound, Hal ? a million : thy loue is Worth a 
«r»H»on:thou oweft me thy louc. 

* my Lord,hecaldyou Iacke, and (aide hce would e 

cudgelyou, . . . - • 1 

Falf. DidI,Bardol? • 

Bar, Indeed, fir Iohn,voli faydfo. 

Falf. Yea, ifhe laid my ring was copper, , 

coppcr.dareft thou be as good as thy word now* 

.( Fa/fWhVj Hal ? Thou know, eft as thou art but man / dare, 
but as thou art prince, ifearfc thee as /feare the roarihg ot the 

Lyonsvvhclpe, 

Prin, And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The king himlelfe is to be feared as the Lion; doeft thou 
thinkeile feare thee, as /feare thy father- 5 nay, and /doe, /pray 
God my girdle breake, 

Prin, 0,ifit ftiould, howe woulde thy guts fall about thy 
knees? but firra, there’s no roome for faith, rrueth, nor hone hie, 
in this bofomc of thine. It is all fil’d vp with guttes, and midriffe. 
Charge an honell: woman with picking thy pocket? why, thou 
horclon impudent imbed rafcailpf there were any thing i n thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings,memorandtmvs of baud/ hou- 
fes, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candle to make thee 
long winded ; if thy pocket were inrichc with any ocher injuries 
but thd'e,/amavillaine>andyet you will llandto it, you wil not 
pocket vp wrong; art thou not ai.hamed ? 

Tal . Doeft thouheare,Hal?thou knoweft in the (late ofinno- 
cencie Adam fell,& what fiiould poore Iacke Falftalfe do in the 
dayes ofvillanie:thou feeft I haue more flefli then another man, 
& tlierfore more frail ty. You conrefle the you pickt my pocket, 

F rij», 1 1 appeares lb by the dborie, . f . , ' . , 

F*f. Hoftefle,/ forgiue thee,goe make ready breakfaft,louc 
thy husband, looket > thy feruantes, cheriih thy ghelts , thou 
(halt find me traftable to any honeft reafon; thou feeft /am pa- 
cified Hill: nay, r.rethee be gone, Ex, it Hofiefse, 

Now,Hal,to the newts at court for the robbery ,lad?how is thae 
anfvycred? 

' .V ' Trim 
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?rin. O, my fwcete beoffe, /mud ftill be good angel to thee 
the money is paidbacke againe, s 

* Fal.O, /doe not like that paying backe.c’is a double labour. 
Pri. I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing] 
Pal, Rob me the Exchequer the firft tiling thou doeft,and d® 
it with vnwafh’t hands too. 

Bar, Do, my Lord, 

P rut. I haue procured‘thee,Iacke,a charge offoote.’ 

F *1 . 1 would it had been ofhorfe. Where dial I finde one that 
can lteale well? 0,for a fine thicfe of the age of xx'ii, or therea- 
bouts ; I am hainoully vnprouidcd. Well, God bethanked for 
thci'e rebels, they offend none butthevertuous; / laude them,| 
prayfe them. Prin. Bardoll, Bar. My Lord, 

Pri, Go,beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

To my brother Iohn,this,to my lord of Well mcrland. 

Go, Pcto,to horfe,to horfe,for thou and / 

Haue thirtie miles to ride yet e’re dinner time: 
lacke, meete me to morrow in the temple hall 
At two a docke in the afternoone. 

There flialt thou know thy charge, and there receiue 
Money and order for their furniture. ,u. 

The land is burning, Percy ftandson high. 

And either we or they mult lower lie. 

F<«/.Rare words, braue world. Hoftefle, my b reakefaft,co rue,. 
Oh, I could wifh this tauerne were my drum. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfyur l W'orcefter,avd Douglas, 

Hot. W ell faid, my noble Scot,if peaking tructli 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution fhould the Douglas haue. 

As not a fouldior of this feafons ltampe. 

Should go lb gencrall currant through the world; 

By God, I cannot flatter, /defie 

Thetongues offoothers, buta brauerplace 

In my hearts loue hath no man then your fclfe : 

Nay,taske me to my word,approoue me, Lord. 

Douglas. Tiiou art the King of honour, 
hlo man fo potent breathes vpon the ground, 

J3utl Will beard him. Enter one\\nk Utters, 



tt 11:0.^40.1 



* 

i 



of Henry the fourth . 

Hot, Doe fo, and t’ is vvclhW hat letters haft thou tlici e? 

Icanbutthankeyom 

Mef. Thele letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he nothimfelfe? 

Mef, He cannot come, my Lord , he is grieuous 1 lckc. 
Hot. Zounds, how has he the leilure to be ficke 
In fuch aiuftlingume ? who leads his power? 

Vnder whofe gouernment come they along? 

Met. His letters b eares his mind ? not I my mind, 

Wor. I prethee, tell me, doth he kcepe lushed? 

Mef. He did,my Lord, tour e day es c re I let forth, 

And at die time of my departure thence, 

iror. i wuuiu uic ui * — * 

E’re he by ficknefle had bin vifited: 

His hea 1th was neucr better wo rdi then now. 

Hot, Sicke now, tiro ope now; this ficknes doth infedt 
The very life-blood of our enterpnfe, 

T’is catching hither, euen to our campc: 

JHe writes me here, that inward fickneiTe, 

Andthathis friends by deputation .... 

Could not lo loone be drawn, nor did he think it meet. 

To lay lo dangerous and deare atruft 
On any loule remou’ d, but on his owne, 

Y et doth he giue vs bold aduertifement. 

That w ith our finall coniundtion, we Ihould on, 

T o fee how fortune is dilpos’d to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

■Becaufe the king is certainly pofleft 
Of all our purpofes: what lay y oil to it? 

Hot, A perilous gal'll, a very limme lopt oft, 

A nd yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more, then we fhall fin d it : were it good, 

To fettlie exact wealth of all our Rates, 

All at one caft? to fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfullhoure; 

It were not s;ood, for therein fhould we read 

’ H 
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The very bottome and die fouk-of hope t . 

The very lilt, the very vtmoft bound.. 

Of all our fortunes*. 

Doug, Faith, and fo w« fhould. 

Where now remaines afweet reuerfion. 

We may boldly /pend, vpon the hope, of, what t'is to ccmeiir 
A comfort of retirement hues in this. 

Hot, A randeuous, a home to Hie vnto. 

If that the Dwell and mifehance looke bi« 

Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. 

tVor, But yet I-would your father had bin here: 

The qualitie and hairc of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, itwill.be thought. 

By fome, that know not. why he is a way,. 

Thatwifedome, loy.altie, and .metre difiike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from lienee. 

And thnjke, how fucli an apprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fear efullfadf ion. 

And breed a kind of queilion jin our caufe: 

For, well you know, we of the o firing fide, 

'Mult kcepe alcofe from ftri&arbitrement. 

And flop' all fight-holes, euery loope,from whence- 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs. . 

This abfence of your fathers drawesacuitame, . , 

That lhewes the ignorant, a kind of feare 
Before not dreamt off. 

Hot. Y ou ftraine too far, 

I rather of his abfencc make this vie, . 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion, , 

A larger dare to our great enterprile. 

Then if the Earle were here : for men muft thinkc, 

Ifvve without his helpe can make a head 
To pul'll againft a kingdome, with his helpe 
W e fhall or’eturne it, topfie turuy downe, 

Y et all goes well, yet all our ioy nts are whole. 

Dong . As heart can thinke, tlicre is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this tearme of feare. 

Enter Sir Ri. Vernon 0 . 

m. 



of Henry the fourth. 

Hot. My coofen Vernon, welcome by my&uk. 

Vcr Pray Godmy newes be worth a welcome, lord. 
The Earle of Weftmerland, feuen thoufand ftrong f 
Is marching hitherwards, with Prince Iohn, 

Hot, Noharme, what more? 

Ver, And further I hauc learnd. 

The King himfelfe in.pcrfon is fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily. 

With ftrong andnuglity preparation. 

Hot. Hefhalbewelcome too: whereishisfonne. 

The nimble footed madcap. Prince of W ales? 

A nd his Cumrades, that daft the world afidc. 

And bid ftpafle? 

Ver. Allfurnifht,allin Armcs: 

A 11 plumdc like Eftridges, that with the wind 
Baited like Eagles hauing lately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

A s full of fpint as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the funne at Midfomer, 
Wantonasyouthfull goates,wild as youngbuls* 

I faw young Hairy with his beuer on. 

His cufhes on his thighs, gallantly armde, 

Rile from the ground like feathered Mercury, 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feat , 

As-if an Angel dropt downe from the clouds. 

To turne and winda fiery Pegafus, 

And witchthc world with noble horfemanfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the fun in March* 
T liis praife doth nourilh agues , let them come, 

T hey come like facrific es in their trim, 

A nd to the fire-ey d maid of fmoky war. 

All hoe and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on l>is altars fit 
V p to the eares in bloud, I am on fire 
To iieare this rich reprizallis fo nigh, 

A nd yet not ours:Come,let me tafle my horfe. 

Who is to bcareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bo fome of the Prince of Wales, 

Hi a 
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T7;e Hiflorit. 

Harry to Harry, lliaU hot horle to horfe 
Meet,and ne’re part, till one drop downe a coarfe:; 

Oh, that Glendovvcr were come.. 

Vcr. Tlier e is more ncwes, 

I lcarnd in W o reciter, as I rode along, 

Hecarulravv his power this fourteene dayes. 

Doug . That’s the worll tidings, that 1 hearcof it,. 

Wor. I , by my faith , that beares a trolly found. 

Hot. What may the kings whole battel reach vntoJ 

Vet. T o thirty thoufand. 

Hot.. Forty let it be , 

My father and Glcndower being both away, 

T he powers of vs-may feme to great a day* 

Come, let vs take a mufter (peedily, 

Doomes day is neere, die all, die merrily. 

Doug. T alke not of dying, I am out of feare , 

Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare, Exeunt , 

Enter Falflalffe>and Bar doll. 

Falf. Bardol, getthee before to Couentry.„fiIl me abottle of 
Sacke,.our louldiours lhall march through. W ee’leto Sutton 
coplull to night. 

Bar. Will you giue me money, Captainc? 

Fal, Lay out, lay out. 

Bar. This bottle makes an angell,. 

Fal. A nd if it doe, take it for thy labour, and if it make twen- 
ty, take them all, lie anfvverc the coynag.e, bid my Lieutenant 
Peto meet me at Townes end. 

Bar. !• will,.Captame, farewell. Exit. 

Fal. If I be notafhamedof my fouldiers,I am a foue’e garnet, 
Ihauemifufed the kings prefle. damnably. Ihaue got in ex- 

change of 1 50/ouldiers, 1 oo,and odde pounds. IprelTe me 
none, but goo dhoulTiolders,. Yeomens fonnes, inquire me out - 
contracted batchelers , fuch as had beene askt twice on the 
banes, fuch a commo ditie of warme flaues , as had asheue hcare 
the Diuell, as a drumme fuch as feare the report of aCaliuer, 
vvorfe the a llrooke foule,or a hurt wild-ducke:l preft me none, 
but fuch tofts and butter,, with hearts in their bellies no biggei 
thenpiunes heads, and they haue bought out their feruiees,and 

v ' 9 * . ’ ^ \ 
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now, my whole charge confifis of Ancients, Corporals, Lieu- 
tenants, gentlemen of companies, ilaucs as ragged as Lazarus in 
the painted cloth, where the gluttons dogs licked his fores : and 
fuch as indeed were neuer fouldiers, but dil'carded, vniuft ier- 
iungmen,yonger fonnes to-yonger brothers, reuolted tapfters, 
an d Oillers tradefalne,the cank ers of a calme world,and a long 
peace,ten times more difhonourable ragged, then an oldefazd 
ancient, and fuch haue I, to fill vp theroomes ofthem as haue 
'bought out their feruices, that you would tliinke, that Iliad a 
hundred and fifiie tottered prodigals, lately come from fivine 
keeping, from eating draffe and liusks, A mad fellowe met mee 
on the way, and told me I had vnloaded all the Gibbets, and 
preil the dead bodies. No eye hath feene fuch skarcrowes. He 
not marcli through Couentry with them , that’s fiat : nay, and 
the villaines march wide betwixt die legs,as ifthey had giues on, 
for indeede, Iliad the moll oi’them out ofprifon, there’s not a 
jfhirc and a halfe in all my companie , and the halfe ftfirt i? two 
napkins tack’t together, and tli rowne ouer the ftioulders like a 
Heralds coate without fleeues, and thefiiirt, to fay the trueth, 
ftolnefrom my lioliat S. Albones,or the red-nofe Inkeeper of 
Dauintry,b at that’s all one,thei’le finde linneil inough on eue- 
ry hedge. 

Enter the 'Prince ,and the Lord of Weflmer land. 

Prw.How now,blowneIacke? how now, quilt ? 

Fal. What, Hal? hownow,mad wag? what'a diueldoft thou 
in Warwickflure? My good L.of Weltmerland, 1 cry you mer- 
cie,I tliought y our honour had alreadie bene at Shrewsbury. 

l^eft. Faith, firlohn, t’is more then time that I were there, 
and you too, but my powers are there already ;the king I can tel 
you,Iookcsforvs all,we muftaway all night, 

Falf. Tut, neuer feare me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to lleale 
Cream c. 

Erin. I tliinke to ftcale Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee b utter: but tell me,.lacke, whole fellowes are 
thefe that come after ? 

Falf. Mine, Hal, mine, 

E rin. I did neuer fee fuch pitifull rafeals, 

Fal. Tuf,tut;go.odmough to tofle, foode fbrpowder, foode 

H 5' for 








ThcHiforic 

for powder, thei'Icfill a pit as well as a better: tufh mai^mortall 
men, mortal! men* 

iF'ifr. 1, bur, lirlolm, me diinkes they .arc exceeding poore 
and bare: too beggerly, 

Fal, Faich,for cheir poucrtic I know not where they had that: 
and for their barenefie / am fute they neuer Iearn’tthat ofme. 

Fri. Nobile be fworne,vnleffe you cal three fingers in die ribs 
bare: but iirra, make haitc, Percy is already in the field. Exit. 

Fal. VVliHtjis the kingincamp’t? 

Weft, He is, fir Iohn,ffeare wefhall flay too long, 

F alf, W eli,co the latter end of a if ay, and die beginning of »> 
feaft, fits a dull fightcr,and a kecnc gheft. Exeunt. 

Enter Hotfpur , IVorcefitr, Douglas, and Eernon, 

Hot. W ec’Ie fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Doug. 'You giuc him then aduantage. 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot, Why, fay youfoj looks she notfor fupply ? 

Fer.So do we. 

Hot , His is ccrtaine,ouis is doubtful!, 

Vf'or. Good coofen be aduis’d, ftir not to night, 

Ver. Do not, my Lord. 

’Doug. You doe not counfell well : 

You fpcake it out ©ffeare, and cold heart. 

' Ver, Do me no flander, Douglas,by sny life. 

And l dare well niaintainc it with my life. 

If well rclpefted honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfel with weake feare, 

As you, my Lord,or any Scot that this day hues : 

Let be feene to morrow in the battcll, which of vs feares. 

Doug , Y ea,or to night. Vi ' r * Content, 

Hot, Tonight/ayl. 

Ver. Come, come jitmaynothe, . 

I wonder much, being men oflucli great leadingasyou are. 
That you forefee not what impediments 
Drag backc our expedition: certaine horfc 
Gtmy coofen Vernons are not yet come vp, 
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Your Vnde Worcefters horfes came but to day, 

And notv their pride and metal! is alleepe, 

' Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a horleis halfethe Iialfe of himfelfe. 

Hot , So are the horfes of the enemie. 

In generallioupiey' bated and brought low : ! 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

IVor. The numberof the king exccedeth our; 

For Gods fake, coofen, (lay till all come in. 

The trumpet founds a parley .Enter friValter Blunt, 
Blunt. \ come with gracious offers from flicking. 

If you vouchfafc me hearing,and refpedf. 

' Hot. Welcome, fa Walter Bluntiand would to God 
Y ou were of our determination; 

Some of vs loue.you well, And euen thofc fome 
Bnuy ybur great deferuings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quahtie. 

But (band ngainft vs like an enemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftilll fhould Hand fc^, 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
You Hand againft anointed maieftie. 

But to my charge, The king, hath fencto know 

The nature ofyourgrieucs,and whereupon r ■ 

You coniure from tJic bread of ciuill peace. 

Such bold hoftiIicie,teaching his dutious land 
Audacious crueltie. Iftliat the king 
Haue any way your, good deierts forgQt 
Which he confefleth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your grieues,and with allfpeede. 

You fhall haue your defires with intereft 
And pardon abfolute for your felfe, and tlicfe 
Herein milled by your fuggcltion. 

He/. The king is kind; and vvcl wc know, the king 
Xnowes at what time to promife,w hen to pay : 

Aly father, and my vnde, and my felfe. 

Did giuc him that fame royalue he weares. 

And when lie was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 

Sicke in the worlds regard^ wretched and Iow 9 , 

A 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hemy IV. Part I (STC 22281) LONDON, 1599 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (c.12.h.12) OctaVO 





~jl Iftrirnjioritr ~ — - — — — ^ 

A poore vnmjnded outlaw ineaking home, 

M'y father gaue him welcome to the (Lore : 

And when he heard him fwcareandvovvto God, 

He came but to be Duke ofLancaftcr, 

To fue his liucry, and beg his peace 

With tcares of innoceneie,and tearmes of zeale, 

Myfather in kinde heart and pictie mou d. 

Swore him alsiilance,and perform’d it too. 

Now, when the Lords, and Barons of thcrealme, 

Percciu’d Northumberland did leans to him. 

The more and Idle came in with cap and knee, 

Met him in Boroughs, Cities,Villages, 

Attended him onbridges,ftoodinianes, 

Laid gifts before him,proffer’dhim their oathes, 

Gaue: him their heiresjas Pages followed him, 

Euen at the heeies jn golden multitudes. 

He prefently,as ‘greatnes knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little higher then his vow 
Made to my father, while his b lood was poore, 

Vpon the naked liiore at Rauenlpurgh, 

A nd now foriooth takes on him to reforme 
Some certaine editts,and lome ftreight decrees 
That lie too hcauie on the Common-wealth, 

Cryes out vpon abufes,Ieemes to weepe 
Ouer his Couxtrie wrongs,and by this face. 

This leaning brow of iultice,did he Winne 
The hearts of all that he- did angle for : 

Proceeded further, cut me oft the heads 
Of all the fauouritesthat the abfent king 
In deputation left behinde him here, 

When lie was perfonallin tlielnlh warre. 

Blunt, T ut,I came not t o heave this. 

Hot. Then to the point. 

In fhort time after, he depos’d the king, 

S oone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

And in the necke of that, task- 1 the whole ftate : 

To makethat woorfe/uftied his kinfiiian March, 

(Who is, if euery owner were well plac’d, 

' '■ v Indcede 
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Jndeedhisking) to beingag’din Wales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’c me in my Iiappie vi&ories. 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated mine vnkle from the counfcllboord. 

In rage difmifd my father from the Court, 

Broke othe on othe, committed wrong on wrong,* 
And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetie, and withail to prie 
Into his tide, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I returne this anfwcre to the king? 

Hot. Not fo, fir Walter* Wce’le withdraw a while* 
Go to the King, and let there be impawnd 
Some furetie for a fafe returne a game, 

And in the morning early ftiall mine vnkle 
Bring him our purpoles, an d io farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and loue< 
Hot , And may be, lo we fhall. 

Blunt, Pray God you doe. 

Enter ^irchl/ijfhop of Yorkjt^ and Sir "Might l, 
\Arch, Hie, good fir Mighel, bearethis fesled briefe 
With wingedhafte to the Lord -Marftiall, 

This to my coofen Scroope, and all the reft 
T o whom they are directed. If you knew 
How much they doe import, you would make hafte, 
SirM, My good Lord, I gclTe their tenor. 
^irch.Likc enough you doe. 

T o morrow, good fir Mighel), is a day, 

Wherem,the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mull bide the couch* For fir, at Shrewsbury, 

As 1 nmtmcly giuen to vnderftand. 

The king with mighty and quicke raifed power, 
Meetes with Lord Hairy : And I fcare, fir Mighell, 
What with the fickenefle of Northumberland, 
Wliofe pow'er was in the firll proportion. 

And what with Owen Glendowers abfence thence. 
Who with them was a rated fine w too, 

I r 
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1 he I~iiJtone- 

And comes not in, ouer-ruldc by prophecies, 

I feare, the power of Percy is too weake. 

To wage an inftant triall with die king. 

Sir Af, Why, my good Lord, you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

. Arch . No, , Mortimer is not there. 

Sir 7tf.' But there lsMordakc, V ernon. Lord Harry Percyj 
A nd there is my Lord of W orceiler,and a head 
Of gallant warriaurs, noble gentlemen. 

%Arcb. Andfo there is, but yet the king hath drawne 
The Ipethll head of all the land together. ' 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancaflcr, 

The noble Wclfmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and deare men 
Of eilimation, and command in armes. 

Sir Til. Doubt not, ray L.they fhall be .veil oppos’d. 

Arch, I hope no leffe,y et, need full c’is to feare. 

And to preuent the word, lit Mighel, fpced; 

For if Lord Percy thriue not, eVc- the king 
DifmilTe bis pow er, he meancs to vilit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confedernue. 

And, t’is but wifedome, to make ilrong againfthimj 
Therefore make hafte, I mu ft goe write againe, ' i 
To otherfriends, audio f.ireweil,(ir Mig! .cl. Exrnnt . 

Enter the King., Vrinee of Wales , Lord lobn of Live after ,7: ark: 
ofireftmerland } Sir Walter Blunted Fa Iftalffe. 

King . How bloudily the frame begins topeare 
Aboue yon busky lulfthe day lookes pale. 

At his diilemprature. 

Vrin, T he S out lire n wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes,. 

And, by his hollow whittling in the Icaues, 

Forttelsa tempeftauid ablultringday.. 

King. Then, with die lo fers let it (i rap athiz e , 

For nothing can ieemc foule to tliofe that winne. 

The trumpet founds. Enter Worce ft er. 

King. How now, my Lord of Woreeflerfc’is not wel„ 

That you and I fhouldmeet vpon iuchtearmes 
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As now we meet. Youhaue deceiu’d our cruft. 

And made vs do tie our ealie robes of peace. 

To crufh our old limmes in vngentlc fteelc; 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What lay you to it? will you againe vnknic 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in thatobedientprbe againe, 

Where you did giue afaire and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A predigie of feare, and a portent 
Of brochcd mifehiefeto the vnborne times? 

Wor. Hear® me, my Liege: 

For mine owne part, I could be well content, 
Tocntertainetliclagendof my life 
W ith qi net Jioures .Fori prot eft, 

I haue not fought the day of this dislike. 

King. You haue notfouglit it: how comes it then? 

Fa l. Rebellion jay in his way, andhefoundic. 

Vrin. Peace, cliewet, peace. 

W'or, 1 1 pleas’d your maicilie to turne yo ur lookes 
Of fauour, from my /die, and all our houfe. 

And yeti muft remember you, my Lord: 

W e were the firft and dearoft of your friends. 

For you my ftaiic of office did I breake 
In Richards time, and polled day and night 
T o meet you on the way, and kifle your hand, ' 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing foftrong and fortunate as I, 

It was my felfe, my brother and lus fonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the time. You fworc to vs, ___ 

And you did lvveare that othe at Dancafter, 

That you did nothing purpofie gainft the Hate, 

Nor daime no furth er, then your new falne right. 
The feat of Gaunt, Dukedomcof Lancaflcr: 

To this, wc fworc our aid :but in fhort fpace 
It raind downc fortune fho wring on your head, 

A nd fuch a fioud of greatneflefeli onyou, 

I 2 
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What with our helpc ,what with the abfent king. 
What with the injuries of a wanton time. 

The leeming iufFerances that you had borne, 

A nd the contrarious winds that held the king 

So long in his vnlacky I«fh wars. 

That all m England did repute him dead: 

And from this fwarme of faire advantages, 

You tooke occalion to be quickly wooed 
Togripe the generalllway into your hand. 

Forgot yourothe to vs at Dancafter, 

And being fed by vs, you vl' d vs fo. 

As that vngentle gull the Cuckowesbird 
Vfeththc fparrow, did opgrelfe ourncaft. 

Grew by our feeding to lo great a bulke. 

That eue'n our loue durll not pome necr your fight, 
Tor fear e of (wallowing: but with nimble wing 
We vyere enforc’t for fafety fake, to fiie 
Out of your fight, and raile this prefent head, 
Whereby we Hand oppofed by luch meanes. 

As you your felfehaue forg’d againlt your iehe 
By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance^ 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworne to vs m your yonger enterprize. 

King, Thefe things indeed you haue articulate. 
Proclaimed at market Croffes,tead in Churches,. 
To facethe garment of rebellion, 

With feme fine colour that may pleafc the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poore difcontents,. 
Which gape and rub the elbow at the newes 
Of burly burly innouation. 

And neuer yet did inlurrcftion want 

Such water colours, to impaint his caufe. 

Nor moody beggars, ltaruing for a time., 

Of pell mellhauocke and confufion. 

frtrt. I n both your armies there is many a ioule. 
Shall pay full dearely. for this encounter, 

If once they ioyne in trial!, tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Walesdoth ioyne With all the woria 
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In praife of Henry Pcrcie,by my hopes 
This prefent interprife fet or his head, 

J doe not thmke a brauer Gentleman, 

More a£fiue,valiant,or more valiantyong, 

More daring, or more bold is now aliue, 

To grace this latter age with noble deedes : . * : i .. 

for my part, I may fpeake it to my fhame, 

1 haue a truant bene to chiualttc. 

And fo I heare,hc doth account me tooj 
Y et this before my fatliers rnaieffie, 

I am content, th at he fhall take the oddes 
Of liis great name and e ftimation, 

AndwiU,to fauethe blood on cither fide. 

Try fortune witlihim,infingle fight. 

Kin, An d prince ofW ales,fo dare we venture thee? 
Albcitjconliderations infinite 
Do make againlt it : no good W orcefter, no : 

We loue our people well,euen thofe wc loue 
That are mifled vpon your coofens part. 

And will they take the offer of our grace. 

Both he,and they,and you,y ca euery man 
Shall be my friend againe, and lie be his, 

So tell your coofen, and bring me word 
What he will doe. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on .vs. 

And they ihall doe their office. S 0 b e gone: • 

We will not now be troubled with rephe, 

W e offer faire, take it aduifedly. Exit IF'orcefter* 

Triu. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The Douglas and the Hodpur both together. 

Are confidentagainft the world in armes. 

Hence tliereforc, euery leader to his charge, 

For on their anfwereavill we let on them, 

AndGod befriend vs, as our caufeisiufl. Exeunt: matieni 
Fa!. Hal, jf thou fee me downe in the battell ‘Erin .Pal ft . 

And beftnde mc,fo, t’is a poynt of friendfhip* 

Erin. Nothing buta Colofl’us can doe thee that friendfhip, 
Say thy prayers,and farewell. 

I 3 Fa!. 
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F<* If. /would it were bed time, Hal,andall well* 
prince. Why? thou oweft God a death, 

Falf 1 ’is not due yet, I would be lotluo pay hra, before his 
day;what neede I be lo forward with him that cals not on race} 
WeIl,t’isno matter ,honorpricks me on: y ea,but how if honor 
.prick e' me off when / come on?howthcn'can honor let to a leg? 
iio:or an armef no: or take away the griefe ofa wound? no: ho- 
nor hath no skill in lurgery then { no: What is honourPa vvorde: 
what is m that word? honor: what is-that honourfaire: a trim rec- 
koning*Who hath it? hethat died a Wednefday,do.tlihefeelc 
it? no:doth he hears it? no:t*is inlcnfible then? yea: to the dead: 
but will it not liue w ith theliuingf no: why.? detraction will not 
1'nfFcr it,thcrefore ile none of it, honoris a meere skutchion, and 
fo endsmy Catcchifme, Exit, 

Enter Worcejlcr^and fir Richard Ver non, 

Wor, O no,my nephew mult not know, fir Richard, 

The liberall kmde offer of the king, 

Ver. Tkvere belthe did. 

Wor. TJien are we all vnder one. 

It is uctpoflible : it cannot be 
T he king Ihould keepe his word in louing vs. 

He willlulpcft vs Hill, and finde a time 
l o punifh tliis offence in other faults, 

Suppofition,al our hues fhall be IHicke full of eyes, 

For treafonis but trulted like die Foxe, 

Who ncuer lo tame,fo cherilh’t and loekt vp. 

Will haue a wildc trick e of his anccftcrs: 

Lookchow we can, or fad. or inerily; 

Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 

And we lhall feed like oxenat altall. 

The better chcriflit, ttill the neerer death. 

My nephewes trefpaile may be well forgot, 

It hath the excufe of youth and heat of blood. 

And an adopted name ofpriudedge, 

A hair- bran id Hotfpur gouern’d by a Ipleene ; 

All his offences hue vpon my head 
And on his fathers. W e did trsine him on. 

And his corruption beingtane from vs, 

We 
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W e as the fpring of all ffrall pay for all : 

* Therefore good coofen,let not Harry know, 

• In any calc cue offer of the king. Enter Hotfpur. 

ye , 1 1 cliuer what y ou will,ilc lay t’is fo«Here corns your co ole. 
Hot, My viicle is' return* d. 

Dcliucr vp my LordoffW dtmerland, 

V nde,whatnewe$, 

. Wor. The king will bid you battel prefently, 

Dong, Dcfie him by the Lord of VVelhncrland., 

Hot, Lord Douglas, goe you and reli him lo. 

Dcu. Marry and i.hal,and very willingly. Exit Doug. 

Wor. Thereis no feeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor. I tolde liim gently of our grieuanccs, 

Ofliisoth breaking,which he mended thus 
By now forfWeanng that he isforfworne. 

He call vs,rebels,traitors, and. will teourge 
W ith hautie armes,this hatcfull name in vs. Enter Doughtt, 

Dow. Anne, gentlemen, to armes : for 1 haue thro wne 
A braue defiance in king Henries teeth. 

And Welbmerland that wasingag’d did bearcit, 

, . . W hich cannot chufe but bring luin quickely on, 

Wor, The lhinceof Wales ilept forth beforetheking ’ 
And,ncphew,chalcng’dyouto fingle fight. 

Hot. 0,\vould the quarrel lay .vpon our heads, 

.And that no man might draw lhort breath to dav 

But/ and Harry Monmonth : tell me, tell me, / *• 

How ffiewed his talking? leemd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No,by my foule I ncuer in my life. 

Did heare a chalenge vrg’d more modeffly, 

Vnlcffe a brother Ihould a brother dare. 

To gentle exercife and proofs of Armes* 

He gaueyou all the duetics ofa man, 

Trim’ d vp your praifes with a Princely tongue,, 

Spoke your deftruings like a Chronicle, 

Making you cuer better then his. prayfc. 

By ft nl ddpraifing praifc valued vvith you. 

And wliicli b e came lira like a prince md eed, 

"He 
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He made a blufliing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his truant youth with fuch a grace, 

Asifhe maftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufe jbutlet me tell the world,' 

If he outliue the enuxe of this day, 

England did neucr owe fo fweete a hope 
So much mifconftured in his wantonnefle 9 
Hot, Coofen,l thinke thou art enamored 

0 n his follies ; neuer did l heare 
Of any prince fo wild alibertie : 

But be he as he will,yet once e’rc night, 

1 will imbrace him with a fouldiers arme. 

That he fhall Ihrinke vnder my courtefie, 

Arme, arme with fpeed,and fellowes, fouldiers, friendes, 

B etter confider what you haue to do. 

Then I that haue not wel the gift of tongue 
Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion, Enter* mefitnget , 
TMefi M y Lord, here are letters for you* 

Her, I can not read them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time oflife is fhort: 

To fpendthat fhortnes bafely ,were too long^ • : ft ■ 

If life did ride vpon a dials point. 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre. 

And if we liuc,we hue to tread on kings, 

Jfdie,braue death when princes die with vs. 

Now for our conferences, the annes arc faire, 

Whcnthe intent of bearing them is iuft. Enter another, 

‘ Mef. My Lord,prcparc,the king comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale: 

For I profeflenottalking>onelythis. 

Let each man doe his beft: and here draw I a Iword, 

Whofe temper! intend tofoamc . 

With die beft blood that I canmeet withall, 

In the aduefiture ofthis perilous day . 

Now elperance Percy,ar.d fet on, 

Sound all the lofcie inftrumentsof war, 

And by that Muficke let vs all embrace, tv 
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r ofj-icitfy wcjvurtW7 * 

Forbcauento earth,fomcofvs neucr fhall 

po'ioer ,alarme to the hattell.thentnur Douglas StrWal* 

*Whalis thy name, thatinbattcll diusdioucroffeftnK? 
'What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head; 

■Doug. Know then, m^namc is Douglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battcllthus, 

Becaule fometell me that thou artaking. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. , , , , 

Doug.TheLovd of Stafford deerc to day hathboughi 

T by likenefie,for in fteadof diee, King Harry, 

This fword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnlcffe thou yeeld thee as my prifoncr. 

Blunt , I was notbornc a y eelder, diou proud bcot: 

And thou /halt find a king that will-reucngc 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Douglas ^hBlmt theM tnttr Hotfiur. 

Hot, O Douglas, liadft thou fought at Holmedonthus 5 
1 neuer had triumpht vpon a Scot. 

Doug. Als done,als wontherc breathlcslyesthcking. 

Hot". Where? . t ?, CrC * 1 , 

Hot. ThisjDouglas? no,I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Seinblably fmnifli’tlikcthe king hiinielf, 

Doug, Ahfoole,goe with thy loule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dcarc. 

Why didft thoutel me, thatthou wert aking ? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates* 

Doug, Now by my fword, I will kill all his coates : 

He murther all Jus wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill/mcete the king. Hot . Vp,and away. 

Our fouldiers ft and fuUfairclv for the day. 

^larme. Enter Falfinlftfilus, 

Tal, Though I could fcape fhot-free atLondon,Ifearc the 
flfOt herc 3 ‘here* s no (coring but vpo the pate, Soft 3 who ai c ) ou. 
fir Walter Blunt, ther’s honor for you 3 hcrc’sno vanity :I am as 

K ' hot 
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f Qt as , moItcn IcaJ » * as , heau y too: God kcepelead cutofme 

1 nC i M° r e hm mine 0wpc bo ^- I feue led n,v 

•* t ^ ?f nS ' Vh f^ tbe Y ar . e peppwdsijierA not three of my 
Ij o left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to beg during 
lifobut who comes here? Enter t hi i>f, § S 

*,M. What, fan® Chou idle hcr« bod ^ t% XWd, : 

Many a noble man hes ftarke and ftiffe, * 

Vnderthe hooucs of vaunting enemies, 

Wholb deaths are vet vnreuegld. Bprctlieelendmethv fvorA 

Eal. <J rial, I prethee gme mclcauc to breathe a while ‘Turke 
Ocegonc ncucr did iuch deeds in armes , * X tape done ,li 
day, I bane paid Percy, I liaue made him kite, 

, Prin. Heis indeed, and huing to kill thee: 

I prethee lend me.thy Avoid. 

FaU Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aliue, thou getft not 
tny I vvordjbut take my piflol if thou wile. 

Prin. Gme it me:, what? is it in the calc? 

Fa/, I Hal, t’ts hot, t’is hot, there’s that will facke a Citie, 

The Vrince dra\\>es it out ,aud finds it robe a bottle of Sacke, 
Vr*n. What, is it atime to left and dally now? 

He thrones the bottle at him . Exit 

. F*A Well, if Percy be aliue, lie pierce huh , if he Joe come- 
Hi my way. foj if hcc doc not, if’ I come in Ius willingly \ ice hmi 
make a Carbonado of me. I like notfuch grinning honour as hr 
Walter hathrgine me life, which if Icanfaue, lout' not, ho- 
nour comes vnlookt for, and there’s an end. 

ALrmc t excurfionsJinter the Ki»g y the Prince, Lord lohn 
of Lancet ft errand Earle of IT' ift met land, . 

King, I prethee Harry, withdraw thy felfe, thoublecdelttoo 
much, Lord I-ohn of Lancafter, go you .with lum. 

P John, Not I, my Lord, vnleue I did bleed too. 

Prin. I bcfecch your Maieftie, make vp, 

Leaft your retirement doe amaze your friends, (tent. 

King. I will doe fo:my Lord of Weftmerlandjead him to liis 
Weft. Come, iny Lord, ilc lead you to your tent. 

Prtn, Lead me, my Lord? I doe not need your helpe. 

And God forbid a fhallow icr-uteh ilrould driue 

The 
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The Prince of Wales fro m fuch a field af this. 

Where fram’d nobilitie lies troden on. 

And rebels armes triumph in maflkrcs. 
loh. We breathe too long,come,coofcn Weftmerludj 
Our duetic this way lies: for Gods fake come. 

Prin, By God, thou haft deceiu d mc,Lancalter a 
| did not tliinkc tli ee Lord of fecit a fpirie : 

Before,/ lou’d thee as a brother Iohn, . 

But now,! doe refpcift thee as my foule. 

Kmg.l faw hup holde Lord Petcyatthc point, 

With luftier maintenance then /did 1 ooke for 
Of liich an vngrowne warrior. 

Trw.O, this boy lendsmetall tovsall. Exit. 

Doug, Another king, they' grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fataU to all thofe 
That wcare thofe colours on them. W hat artthou 
That counterfetft the perfon of a king i 
Kin, The king himfelf,who Douglas grieues at heart. 

So many of his ihadowei thou haft met 
And not the very king : I haue two boyes 
Seeke Pcrcie and thy felfeabout the field, 

B ut feeing thou falft on me fo luckily, 
luill allay thee, and defend thy felfe, 

Doug, I feare thou art another counterfet. 

And yet, in faith, thou beareftthee like a king. 

But mine, I am furc, thou art, who er’c thou be: 

And thus I winne thee. 

They fight } t he King being in danger fEnttr f Frince of Walei* 
Prtn. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot,or thou art like 
Ncacrto hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my armes; 

It is the Prince of W ales, that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifeth, b ut he meanes to pay. 

They fight ) Douglas fiieth. 

Checrely,niy Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fu ccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton: ileto Clifton ftraight. 

Kino. Stay, and breathe a while : 

* K 2 Tfofc 




y.x 'AtiC JtiytG ” ; T-— — 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fhew’d thou inakeft fome tender of my life," 

Inthisfaire refeuethou haft brought to me, 

Trin. O God, they did me too much iniurie,,, 

That cuer laid,, I harkened for your death. 

If it were fo, X might haue let alone 
The infultmg hand of Douglas oucr you, 

Which would haue beene as fpeedy in your end,. 

As all the poifonous potions in the world. 

And fau’d the trecherous labour of your fonne. 

King, Make vp to Clifton, ile to S. Nicholas Gawfey,E#<f.K& 
Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 
2V«».Thou fpeakft, asif I would deny my name,. 

Hot , My name is Harry Percy. 

*7Vi», Why, then I fee a very valiant rebell of the name? 
l am the Prince of Wales, and thinke not, Percy, 

To Iharc with me in glory any more:. 

Tw6 ftars kcepe nottheir motion in one fphere. 

Nor can one England brookc a double raigne 
Of Harry Percy, and the Princeof Wales. 

Hot, Now, ftia.ll it, Harry? for the hourcis come,. 

To end the one of vs, and would to God 
Thy name in armes, were now as great as mine. 

lie make it greater, c‘re I partfromchee^. 

And all the budding honours on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I canno longer brookc thy vanities. 

They ftght ’.Enter Falftatffe, 

TaU Wellfaid,Hal, toit,Hal. Nay, you fhall End no boyci 
play here, I can tell you. 



Enter DoMgUtyhe ftghteth withFn/Jtalffey he fait 
dotyne as if he Were deed, the Vriticc 
kitlethVerey. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob*d mcof my youth, 

I better brookc the loflcof brittle life, 

Tlicn thofe proud titles thouhaft won of me. 






r — - of Jtienry the fourth. 

Thev wound my thoughts, worfe then thy fword my flefti { 

But thought’s the llaueof life, and life times foole,. 

Andtimethat takesfuruay of aft the world, 

Mufthaueaftop. 0,1 conMprophcoe, 

Bat that the earth and cold hand of death 
Lieson my tongue : no Percy, thou art duft 

p r in, Forwormcs, braue Percy JFarethcc wcll,grcat heart, 

Bhveau’d ambition,howe much art thou flirunkc If 

When thatthis body did containe afpirit, 

Akingdomefor itwas too f nail a bound. 

But now two pates of the vileft eartli 
Isroome mough: this earth that bcarcs the dead, 

B cares not aliue fo ftoute a gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible ofeurtefte, 

I fhould not make fo great a ftiew of zeale: 

B ut let my fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe ile thanke my lclfe. 

For doing tliefc taire rites oftenderndTe. 

Adiew, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy llcepe with thee ill the grauc. 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph, 

. He fpitth Falfialffe on the ground, 

What,old acquaintance! could not all this fleftj 
Kcepe in a little life i poore Iacke,farcw ell, 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man, 

0,1 fhould haue a heauie miffe of thee. 

If I were much in loue with vanitie : 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day,. 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray . 

Inbowcl’d will 1 -fee thee by and by. 

Till then, in blood by noble Pcrcie lie. Exit. 

E/dftttlffe rifeth Vp, / 

Frf/.Inbowel’d? ifthou inbowcl me to day, ile giue youleaue 
to powder me and eatc me too to morrowc.Zblood, tw’as time 
to eounterfet,or that hot termagant Scot had paid me fcot ana 
lot too, Counterfet? I lie, I am no counterfet : to die is to bee a 
counterfet .for he is butthc counterfet of a man , who hath not 

' K x * thc 
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. ^€v'- : ‘I'ltsTh man: but to counterfet dy ing when a man hereby 
Iiuetli,isto be no counterfet, butthe true and pcrfcft image of 
life indeed. The better part of valour is difctetlo»*mthe ubt h 
better parti haue iaued my life, Zounds lanl afraid oftbis gun, 
powder Percy though hebe dead thowif he fho uld coterfet too 
and rile? by my faith, lam afraid hec would proue the. better 
couiiterret. •therefore lie make him fure, yea and'ilefwearel kild 
‘!y may not he rife afwell as !?. nothing confutes me but 
eyes,and no body fees mertherefbre firraywnh a new wound uj 
your thigfreome you along with me* 

He taker vp Uptfpur on his bdcbtcEstter Prince and 
tohn of Lanfetfter, In-, ’•s'" ■ .yy. a 
W/,Come,brothef iohn.ful braucly haft thou flefh’t 
Thy maydenfword, 

John. But loft, whom haue wc hcare? 

Did you not tell mc,chis fat man was dead ? 

Prin* I did, I law him dead, 

Breachks and bleeding on the ground. Art thou ahue 2 
Or is it fantafie that plaves vpon our eiefight J 
I prethce fpeake,wc will not trull our eies 
.W ithout our eares,thou art not what.tlion feem’ll. 

Fat. No, that’s certaine,/am not a double man : -but if /bee 
not Iacke FalStahTe, then am / a Iacke: there is Pcme^uytfw* 
father will doe me any honour, fb eifnot, let him kill the nexy 
Perci e himfclfe : / lqpke to Be . either Earle of Duke , J. can af* 
fiirey,-- . 

Pr/n t Why, Perciell^dd myTcife, andfawthee dead. 

Fat, pidftthou? Lord, Lord^iio.v this worldis giuen to ly- 
ing. I graunt you,! was downed and out of breath, and lb was lie, 
butwerofe both at an lnltanc,. and- fought a long hourc by 
Shrewesbune do eke, if l may be belecu’d fo : if not, let them 
that Ihould rewafde valour,b care the iiniie vpon fl}<dKrqwpc 
heads. lie take it vpotwtly death! gauc lu.11 this wound in the 
thigh: if the man ivere aliue,and would denie it, Zouds f would 
make him eate a piece of my fwor d. r> • 

This is the ltrangdt tale,diat eucr I heal'd* ' 

Print This is.thcllrangell fellow, brother Iohn, 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your backs. ' 

For 
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of Henry the fourth . 

For my part, if a lie may doe thee grace, 

Jle Pudd it with the happieftiKmies I haue. 

* Aretrahe is funded, 

PriH. *fhe Trumpet found* retrait, the day is oursi 
Come brother, lec vs to thelugheit of the field. 

To fee what friends are lining, who are dead* Exeunt* ; 

Fa/ He follovv,as they fay,for rcward.Hee that rewardes me, 
God rewar d him. If/ doc grovve great, lie growe lefle,for ilc 
purge and lcaue Sacke, and hue deancly as a noble man 
ihould do* Exit * 

The Trumpets found. Enter the King ,Princeof lTaleS, Lord 
John of Lancafter, Earle of ITejlmerland, Vttth srcefter t 
and Visrnonfrtjoncrs, 

King. Thus cucr did rebellion find rebuke* 

II 1 fpinted Wor celt er, did not we l.epd grace. 

Pardon , and cermes oflouc to all of you ? 

And wouldllthou turne our offers Contrary, 

Mifufe die tenor ofthy kiufinans trull i 
Three knights vpon our partie llame to day, 

A noble F.arle and many a creature clfe* 

FTad^cnealuTP rhis honrg^ , — ^ 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft trueiy borne 
Betwixt onr armies true intelligence. 

(Tor. What I haue done, my fafet v vrg’ d mee to : 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently. 

Since not to be auoyded itfals on me. 

Kmg. Beare Worceflcr to the death, and Vernon too* 
Other offenders we willpaufe vpon* 

How goes the field J 

Pm. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, when he fa\V 
The fortune of the dav quite turn’d from hiin> 

The noble Percie flaine,and all his men 
Vpon the foote of fear e, fled with the reft ; 

A nd falling from a hill,h e was fo brus’d, 

T hat the purfuers took e him . A t my tent 
The Douglas is : and I beieechyour grace j 

2 may difpofc of him. 





iUZJTJ IJtOTTCJZFUr 

King. With all my heart. 

Trtn. Thcn,brothcr'Iohn of Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bounty lhall belong, 

Goc to the Douglas, and dcliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomcleffe and free: 

His valours lhevv'n vpon our Cr efts to day, 

Haue taught vs how to cheriih fuch high deeds, 

Euen in the bofomc of our aduerfaries. 

Iobn, I thanke your grace for this high curtcfie, 

Inch I fhall giue away immediatly. 

King, T hen this remaines, that we deuide our power, 

You tonne Iohn, and my coofcn W eftmerland 
T owards Y orke lha.ll bend, you with your decrcft fpeed 
To meet Nortliumberlandandthe Prelate Scroope, 
VVho,as we hcare, are bufily in armes: 

My felfe, and you/onne Harry , will towards W ales, 

To fight with Glendower and the Earle of March, 
Eebcihonin tins land fhalllofelus fway. 

Meeting the ciiecke of fuch another day. 

And, fince this bufineffe fo faire is done. 

Let vs not leauc, tili all our owne be won. Exeunt* ^ 



E ng IS. 
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